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BIOGRAPHICAL MEMOIR OF ROBERT FERGUSSON. 



Thr author of the following x)oem8 hears a rank in modem 
Scottish Terse next to Bums and Ramsay. Boms acknowledged 
that the flame of poetry was rekindled in his hosom hy reading 
the poems of Ramsay and F^r^iMfon. Several of the most admired 
prodnotions of the Ayrshire hard were formed on models supplied 
hy Ferguseon, whom he never loses an opportunity of spealdtg 
of with respect and regret, calling him on one occasion 

" my elder brother in misfortune, 
By fax my elder brother in the muses.** 

It can never, moreover, he forgot that the sayer of these words 
proved the dncerity of his sentiments, extravagant as they may 
in some degree have been, by raising a monument over the re- 
mains of Fergnsson. 

Robert Fecgnsson was bom in Edinburgh, October 17, 1750. 
His lather, William Fergusson, originally of the north of Scot- 
land, was an accountant in the service of the British Linen Com- 
pany. The poet was a veiy weakly child, and his education was 
therefore irregular ; jret, notwithstanding long periods of absence 
from his tasks, he went through a classical course at the high- 
school of his native dty and the grammar-school of Dundee, with 
considerable credit Being designed for the clerical profession, 
he was sent at thirteen years of age to the University of St 
Andrews, where, as a btuvar, he studied gratuitously for four 
years. What progress he made in his studies has not been very 
clearly stated; but it was now that he first developed a turn for 
wit, mimicry, and practical fun, which adhered to him through 
his short life, and also the seeds of his poetical talent. The porter 
of the university many years afterwards described him at (me 
felicitous dash'*' he was a tricky callant, but a fine laddie for a* 
that.'* Amongst other whimsicalities related of him with rq^ard 
to this poiod of his life, it was his custom, when he received a 
Uttle supply of money from home, to hang it out in a bag at his 
window, that all his companions might know of the singular 
oondition he was in for a poet. 

At seventeen, his father behig dead, and his mother poor, he 
resolved to abandon thoughts of the church, to which, probably, 
be had never had any great liking. While hesitating what other 
profession to follow, he went to reside for a time with a maternal 
uncle named Forbes, who lived near Aberdeen. There he re- 
mained till his clothes became so much worn that his relative 
thought it necessary to give him a hint to retum home. He with- 
drew indignant, and proceeding to Edinburgh on foot, fell ill on 
his arrival at his mother's house. The first moments of renewed 
liaaltb he devoted to the composition of two poems. On the 
Deeat/ (if FHendshipt and Againtt Repining at Fortune, both bear- 
ing allusion to the late mortifying incident 

lie was now compelled for mere bread to ooodesoend to the 
bumble office of a copyist of legal papers in the business room of 
the commissary-clerk of Edinburgh, receiving probably for his 
drudgery only as mudi as sufSced to keep soul and body together. 
It was in this situation that he composed the poems which have 
given him a nam& These were published from time to time in 
Rudidman's WetUdy Magazine, and soon attracted general notice. 
The public saw in the author of Cavler Oysters, LeUh Rtices, and 
tfu Rising qftJie Session, a poet worthy to be named be^de Ramsay, 
yet tranquilly allowed that poet to dole out his weary life In 
penary and an unworthy toiL It is melancholy to think of this 
amiable and ingenious young man boimd for years to tasks fit fnr 
the diiliest of mortals, living in abject poverty under the roof of 
a widowed mother, and knowing none of life's enjoyments above 
those derived from an occasional hour in a cellar tavern. The 
only change of employment he ever obtained, was a transference 
to the sheriff-derk's office, there to perform the same duties, or 
.f^orse. Finding, in this new situation, that he was expected also to 
take a share in the enfcntiement of writs of distress, he retreated 
in tbo course of a few months to the chambers of the commlssary- 
cl0rk, where he spent the remainder of his days, excepting those 
locked by severe illness. 

The oonstitntion of Fergnsson had always been infirm, as was 
BofBciently betokened by his slender unsteady frame and pale 
complexion. Some months after he had completed his twenty- 
tlUrd yoet, while vaxd^ a medicine remarkable for its searching 



effects on the system, he engaged in the intemperate soenM of a 
county election, in the course of which he caught a severe cold. 
The consequences of a cold imder such pircumstanoes are usnallj 
severe upon the nervous qrstem. In Fergusson's case th^ pro- 
duced comjdete mental derangement His insanity took a reli- 
gious turn, and he became impressed with the conviction that 
he was a sinner given over to everlasting reprobation. For some 
time his mother kept him in her house, but was at length 
obliged, for the sake of proper attendance, to consign him to a 
very poor asylum, then and still existing near the city- workhouse. 
He had been alarmed at the idea of this step being taken, and it 
was necessary to convey him to the place under a false pretence. 
When he found himsc^ in the dismal retreat, he broke into a 
yell of rage and despair, to which the other inmates replied from 
their separate cells. The friends who had beguiled him to the 
spot, departed thriUed with horror. 

He was here confined for two months. By and bye, when the 
comparative tranquillity of his mind i>ermitted the indulgence, 
he was allowed to receive visits from his mother and sister. But 
the benighted poet was no more to walk the ways of this world. 
A few days before his dissolution, his mother and sister found 
him lying on his straw-bed, calm and collected. The evening 
was chill and damp : he requested his mother to gather the bed- 
clothes about him and sit on his feet, for he said they were so 
very cold as to be almost insensible to the touch. She did as he 
requested, and his sister took her seat by the bed-side. He looked 
wistfully in his mother's face, and said, ** Oh, mother, this is 
kind." Then addressing his sister, he said, ** Might you not come 
frequently and sit beside me ? You cannot imagine how comfort- 
able it would be. You might fetch your seam, and sit beside me." 
The mother and sister answered only with tears and sobs. * * What 
afls you ?" said the dying poet ; '* why sorrow for me? I am very 
well cared for here, and want for nothing— only it is cold, very 
cold. You know I told you it would come to this at last Oh, do 
not go yet, mother—I hope to be soon— oh, do not go yet!— do 
not leave me I** But the keeper motioned that the time was past, 
and tiicy must depart They never again saw Robert Fergusson 
in life. He was f oimd a few mornings thereafter dead in his cell. 
This event took place on the 16th of October 1774, when he was 
a day less than twenty-four years old. His remains were interred 
in the Canongate churchyard.^ 

Fergusson, as already said, was slender in person, and of i>ale 
complexion. His eyes were dark and brilliant, and his whole 
appearance, though somewhat effeminate, was pleasing. He pos- 
sessed a beautiful voice, which, with his fine ear for music, 
enabled him to sing the melodies of his native land with delight- 
ful effect His manners were gentle, notwithstanding his turn 
for waggery and practical joking; and during his brief career, 
though he gained many friends, he scarcely made a single enemy. 

1 Bums, immediately after his arrival in Edinburgh, sought 
out the grave of Fergusson, and threw himself upon it in a trans- 
port of mournful feeling, in which probably some presentiment 
of his own unhappy fate was mingled. Some documents con- 
nected with his erection of a monument over the remains of the 
Edinburgh bard, are given by Dr Currie. The Gentleman's 
Magazine (November 1823) publishes another of a curious nature, 
namely, the account of Messrs J. and R. Bum, builders, against 
Robert Bums, for the expense of the monument It was as 
follows :— 

Mr Robert Bums 
17S9, To J. and R. Bum. 

June 23. 54 feet polished Craigleith stone, for ahead- 
stone for Robert Fergusson, at Is., £2 14 
10 feet 8 inches dble. base mouldings, at Is. 6d. , 16 
4 large cramp irons, - - - - - 02 10 
2stonestosetthebaseon, at Is., • • • S 
320 letters on do. at 88., • - - - 16 8 
Lead and setting up do.y - - - 5 
Grave-digger's dues, - - - - 4 ff 

j?5 10 
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POEMS OF ROBERT FERGUSSON. 



POEMS IN THE SCOTTISH DIALECT. 



THE KING'S BIRTH-DAY IN EDINBURGH. 

Oh ! qnliUs hurly-burly fuit, si forte yidisaes. 

PoUmo-Sfiddinia, 

1 sing the day sae aften fiung, 

Wl* which our lugs hae yearly rung, 

In whase loud praise the Muse has dung 

A' kind o' print ; 
But, wow ! the linimer's fairly flung ; 
There's naething in't. 

I'm fain to think the joy's the same 
In London town as here at hame, 
Whare fouk o* ilka age and name, 

Baith hlind and cripple, 
Forgather aft, oh fie for shame ! 

To drink and tipple. 

Oh Muse ! be kind, and dinna fash us 
To flee awa beyond Parnassus, 
Nor seek for Helicon to wash us, 

That heath'nish spring ; 
Wi' Highland whisky scour our hawses. 

And gar us sing. 

Begin, then, dame ! ye've drunk your fill ; 
You wouldna hae the tither gill f 
You'll trust me, mair would do you ill, 

And ding ye doitet : 
'Troth, 'twould be sair against my will 

To hae the v^te o't 

Stog, then, how on the fourth o' June^ 
Our bells screed aff a loyal tune ; 
Our ancient castle shoots at noon, 

Wi' flagstaff buskit, 
Frae which the sodger blades come down 

To cock their musket. 

Oh willawins ! Mens Meg, for you ; 
'Twas firin' crack'd thy muckle mou ; 
What black mishanter gart ye spew 

Baith gut and ga' } 
I fear, they bang's thy belly fu'. 

Against the law.^ 

1 C*!^® fidelity of the description in these stanzas will be ac- 
Icnowledgod by all who remember the streets of Edlnbursh on a 
king's birth-day previous to the year 1810, after which, from the 
niw«»aft of George m., the festiyity greatly declined.] 

* £Mofns Meg is an enormous piece of artillery, of rude and 
axfttiqne oonstmction, which stUl exists in Edinburgh Castle. It 
oonaista of longitudinal bars, hooped, and is twenty inches in the 
bore, tbe length being about eighteen feet It is supposed to have 
been foimded by James IV., who carried it to the siege of Nor- 
bam in. 1496. We learn from Fonntainhall's Notes that it was 
burst Mrben firing a salute to James Duke of York, on his visit to 
tbe castle, October 1680. Fergusson paints very faithfully the 
-vvhlmBlcal notions entertained by the Scottish popvlaoe respect- 
ing thi» tremendous engine of war.] 



Right seenil am I gien to bannin ; 
But, by my saul, ve was a cannon 
Could hit a man, had he been stannin 

In shire o' Fife, 
Sax lang Scots miles ayont Clackmannan, 

And tak his life. 

The hills in terror would cry out. 

And echo to thy dinsome rout ; 

The herds would gather in their nowt. 

That glowr'd wi* wonder, 
Hafflins afley'd to bide thereout 

To hear thy thunder. 

Sing, likewise. Muse ! how blue-gown bodies,^ 
Like scare-craws new taen down frae woodies. 
Come here to cast their clouted duddies. 

And get their pay : 
Than them what magistrate mair proud is 

On King's birth-day 1 

On this great day the city-guard,^ 

In militury art weel lear'd, 

Wi' powder'd pow, and shaven beard, 

Gang through their functions ; 
By hostile rabble seldom spared 

0' darty unctions. 

Oh soldiers ! for your ain dear sakes. 
For Scotland's, dias Land o' Cakes, 
Gie not her baims sic deadly paiks. 

Nor be sae rude, 
Wi' firelock or Lochaber aix. 

As spill their bluid. 

Now round and round the serpents whiz, 
Wi' hissin' wrath and angry phiz ; 
Sometimes they catch a gentle gizz, 

Alack-a-day I 
And singe, wi' hair-devouring bizz. 

Its curls away. 

1 [The blue-gowns, or king's beadsmen, are a set <rf privileged 
beggars peculiar to Scotland. Their nimibers are the same as the 
years of the monarch's life, and on the sovereign's birth-day they 
are paid from the Scottish exchequer In Edinburgh as. many 
pence as the king is years old, besides getting a sermon from one 
of the king's chaplains, a new dress of blue, and a good dinner. 
Edie Ochiltree, in ** the Antiquary," is described as a Ntie-yoim.] 

s [The city-guard was an armed police, which existed in Edin- 
burgh, from (probably) the reign of James YL till the year 1817, 
when it was dissolved. - It was composed of somewhat more than 
a hundred men, in three companies, the officers being generally 
decayed tradesmen, and the privates invalid members of Highland 
regiments. Upon the whole, it was a body as much laughed at as 
feared. Scott, in describing them in his " Heart of Mid-Lothian, ** 
adverts to the frequent notice which poor Fergusson takes of 
them, which, says the novelist, might have almost entitled him 
to be considered their poet-laureate.] 



Sliould tbe ownEr patently keek roiuid. 



The Mime n i alw now imploro 
Anldiiii =( pk ilk hole and bore; 
Ifbandriu [ l>ul to the door, 



FERGUSSON-S POEMS. 



] 
Shell BO ) lEL, I 






in all four 

Qlus limeo' je«r. 
Neist day ilk hero talis hie news, 
0' cniekit crowns and broken brows. 
And deeds Diat hen forbid the Muse 

lf( r theme to swell, 
Or tunc ronii- fnvi:iaas to abaae, 

Tlnnciunefltotell; 
Slie'll ratli, r s.. [lie Belds reaorl, 
Where ini]!-(L- p^nr^ the day Beem short ; 
Where doggies p]aj and lambieH sport, 

Oil ijowany braeg ; 
Where poerleEs fanry hands her eonrt. 

And tunes her lays. 



THE D.1FT DAYS. 
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be eanty hole, 
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m gle loll, 
Ba tb waiiQ and couth; 
Whila round they gar the bicker roll 

To wcet their month. 
When mern ^ ule daj cornea, 1 trow, 
1 on*]l scantlin*! hnd a hungry moa ; 
Sma' are our c^re'. oup atamacks fu' 

And kicLoliiM ii lEgera to cuir view 
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I tli mto the burel, 
< drink and gree. 



Fiddlers ! your pins in temper fli 
And roMt wee) your fiddlesticks. 
Bat banish Tile Itahan trioks 

Frae oat yonr qoomm : 
Nor fortes wi' pianos mix 

Gie's Tuilochgomm.' 
Pot nought can eheor the heart sae wed 
As can a oantj Highland reel; 
It even vivifies the heel 

To skip and dance ; 
Uielesa is be wha canna feel 

Its influence. 
Let mirth abound ; let sotaal cheer 
Invest the dawnin' o' the year; 
Let blythesome innocence appear. 

To crown OOP joy; 
Wop envy, in' sarcaaliE sneer. 

Our bliss destroy. 
And thou, great god of aqua Vila! 
Wha sway's! the empire o' this city— 
When fon, we're sometinieB capemoity— 

Be thou prepared 
To hedge ns frae that black banditti, 
The city guard. 



CAULEH OYSTERS. 
Hippy ihs man, who free ftom csie an 



0' a' the wateM that can liobble 
A fishing yole or sa'mon coble, 
And can pewapd the fisher's trouble. 

Or south or north, 
There's nane aae spacious and aae noble. 

As Prilh 0* Forth, 
In her the skate and codlin sail ; 
The eel, fu' souple, wags her tail ; 
Wi' herrin', fleuk, and macfcarei, 
And whitens dainty ; 
Their apindle-shanks the labsters trail, 

Wi' partans plenty. 
Aold Reekie's sons biythe (aces wear ■ 
September's marry month is neap, ' 
That brings in Neptnne'B canler cbcer. 

New oysters freafa ; 
The halesomest and nicest gear 

0' fish or flesh. 
Oh .' then, we needna gie a pUek 
For dand'rin mountebank op quact, 
Wha o' theip drogs sae baujdiy crack. 

And spread sic notions, 
As gar their feekleaa patients tak 
Their stinkin' potiont 
Come, prie, frail man ! for if thou art sict. 
The oyster is a rare cathartic. 
As ever doctor patient gart lick 

To cure his ails ; 
Whether you hae the head or heart ache. 

It never fails. 
Ye tipplers ! 
Ye 



ipplers ! open a' your poses ; 

-. - -vba are fiHh'd »i' piukle noses, 

fhng owre your craig sutGcienl doses ; 

You'll thole a bunder. 
To fleg aws vour Bunmer rosea, 
And naething under. 
When big as bams tbe guttflr* pin. 
If ye baa calch'd a droiiit akin, 

' I!A well knoini qnlcit dunrioB tnne.1 



FEBGUSSON'S POEMS. 



To Luckie Middlemist'si loup in, 

And sit fa' snug 
Ov^te oysters and a dram o' gin, 

Or haddock lag. 

When auld Saunt Giles, at anght o'clock, 
Gars merchant lowns their shopies lock, 
There we adjourn wi' hearty fouk 

To birle our bodies, 
And get wharewi' to crack our joke, 

And clear our noddles. 

When Phoehus did his winnocks steek, 
How aften at that ingle cheek 
Did I my frosty fingers beek. 

And prie guid fare ! 
I trow, there was nae hame to seek, 

When stechin there. 

While glaikit fools, owre rife o' cash, 
Pamper their wames wi' fousom trash,' 
I think a ohiel may gaily pass, 

He's nae ill hodden, 
That gusts his gab wi oyster-sauce. 

And hen weel sodden. 

At Musselbrough, and eke Newhaven, 
The fisherwives will get top livin'. 
When lads rang out on Sundays' even 

To treat their joes, 
And take o' fat Pandoree(2 a prieven. 

Or mussel brose. 

Then, sometimes, ere they flit their doup, 
They^l aiblins a' their siller coup 
For liquor dear frae cutty stoup, 

To weet their wizen, 
And swallow owre a dainty soup, 

For fear they gizzen. 

A' ye wha canna staun sae sicker. 

When twice you've toom'd the big>mou'd bicker, 

Mix cauler oysters wi' your liquor. 

And I'm your debtor, 
If greedy priest or drouthy vicar 

Will thole it better. 



*»<»#* ^r.iwti*^.^.*^ 



BRAID CLAITH. 

Ye wha are fain to hae your name 
Wrote i' the bonnie book o' fame. 
Let merit nae pretension claim 

To laurell'd wreath. 
But hap ye weel, baith back and wame, 

In guid braid chuth. 

He that some ells o' tiiis may fa'. 
And slae-black hat on pow lUce snaw. 
Bids bauld to bear the gree awa, 

Wi' a' this graith. 
When beinly clad wi' shell fu' braw 

0' guid braid claith. 

Waesucks for him wha has nae feck o't I 
For he's a gowk they're sure to geek at ; 
A ohiel that ne'er will be respeckit 
While he draws breath. 
Till his four quarters are bedeckit 
Wi' guid braid claith.^ 
1 [A famous oyst^-tavem of FergnaaoQ'B time, situated in the 
Cowgate, where it is now crossed by the South Bridge.] 

s [A certain fayourite kind of oysters, so called from their being 
found near the salt-works at Prestonpons.] 

3 [This verse ahnost appears as an echo of the following passage 
in Cibber'i Lives qf ihe Poets:—** Boyse lived obscurely at Edin- 
bui^gli. His extreme carelessness about his dress was a circum- 
stance very inauspicious to a man who lives in that city. They 
arc snch lovers of this kind of decorum, that they will admit of 
no infringement upon it ; and were a man with more wit than 
Pope, and more philosophy than Newton, to appear at their 
markot-ploce negligent in his apparel, he would be avoided by his 
acquaintances, who would rather risk his displeasure than the 
censure of the public, which would not fail to stigmatise them, 
for associating with a man seemingly poor ; for they measure 
IMyverty and richesj understanding, or its opposite, by exterior 



On Sabbath-days the barber spark. 
When he has done wi' scrapin' wark, 
Wi' siller broachie in his sark. 

Gangs trigly, faith ! 
Or to the Meadows,^ or the Park,^ 

In guid braid claith. 

Weel might ye trow, to see them there. 
That they to shave your haifits bare, 
Or curl and sleek a pickle hair, 

Would be right laith, 
When paoin' wi' a gawsy air 

In guid braid claith. 

If ony mettled stirrah green 
For favour frae a lady^ een, 
He maunna care for bein' seen 

Before he sheath 
His body in a scabbard clean 

O' guid braid claith. 

For, gin he come wi' coat threadbare, 
A feg for him she winna care. 
But crook her bonny mou fou sair. 

And scauld him baith : 
Wooers should aye their travel spare. 

Without braid claith. 

Braid claith lends fouk an unco heeze ; 
Maks mony kail-worms butterflees ; 
Gies mony a doctor his degrees, 

For little skaith : 
In short, you may be what you please, 

Wi' guid braid claith. 

For tho' ye had as wise a snout on, 
As Shakspeare or Sir Isaac Newton, 
Your judgment fouk would hae a doubt on, 

I'll tak my aith, 
Till they could see ye wi' a suit on 

0' guid braid claith* 



^^^^^^^r^^^i^^^n^^i^Jtr^ 



ELEGY 
ON THE DEATH OF SCOTS MUSIC. 

3fark it, Cesario I it is old and plain. 

The spinsters and the knitters in the sun. 

And the free maids that weave their thread with bones, 

Do use to chant iLShakspean^s Tto^flh Night 

On Scotia's plains, in days of yore. 
When lads and lasses tartan wore, 
Saft Music rang on ilka shore. 

In hamely weed ; 
But harmony is now no more. 

And Music dead. 

Round her the feather'd choir would wing ; 
Sae bonnily she wont to sing. 
And sleely wake the sleepin' string, 

Their sang to lead, 
Sweet as the zephyrs o' the Spring : 

But now she's dead. 

Mourn, ilka nymph, and ilka swain. 

Ilk sunny hill and dowie glen ; 

Let weepin' streams and naiads drain 

Their foantain>head ; 
Let echo swell the dolefu' strain. 

Sin' Music's dead. 

When the saft vernal breezes ea' 
The grey-hair'd winter fogs awa, 
Naebody then is heard to blaw. 

Near hill or mead. 
On chaunter, or on aiten straw. 

Sin' Music's dead. 

Nae lasses now, on simmer days. 
Will lilt at bleachin' o' their claes ; 

' A promenade to the south of Edinbniglk 
s The King's Park-^nother promenade. 
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Kae herds on Yarrow'e bonny bean. 

Or hanks o' Tweed, 
Deligiit to oluunC their lumel/ ]»j9, 

Sin' Mnsic't dead. 
At Eloarain, now, the bigpipe's dumb, 
When wemy oivaen haoeward come ; 
Bob Bweellj- as it wont 10 bum. 

And pibrocbs Bkreed ; 
We QQver bear ita warlike hum; 

For Music's dead. 
Macgibbon'al gane ! ah, waea my heart ! 
Tbo man io mueic mniBt expert; 
Wha coDld Bweet melody impart. 

And tnno the read. 



row, there's Dane 
Can fill Ilia rtead ; 
Hie biythcst nntigster on the plain I 
Alack, be'B dead! 

Donets bear the gree, 



Audci 






C sounds fresli Bprung&M Italy; 

A baatard tveedl 
Unlike tbat eafc-tongned melody. 

Which now Uea dead. 
Could lavrocka, at (he davniii' day, 
Could lintiea, chirmiii' ftaa (he spray, 
Or lodlin' burns, that smoothly pUy 



Compare 



" Birka o' Invermayt" 
lut now they're dead. 
Oil Scotland ! tbat could ance afford 
To bang the pith o' Roman aword, 
Winna your hodb, »i' jtmt accord. 

To buttle apeed. 
And fight till Music he restored. 
Which now Ues dead! 



IIAHOWFAIR. 
At HiJlowmns, when nijhta grow lang. 

And Btarniee sbiue fo' clear ; 
When lout, the nippin' cauld to bang. 

Their winter haii-wanaa wear; 
Kear Edinhrongh a fair there hands, 



Than 






Upon the lap o' tika lun 

The BUn began to keek. 
And bade the tng-made maidens come 

A sightly joe to seek 
At Hallowfair, where browsterB rare 

Keep guid ale on thegantrses. 
And diana scrimp yo o' B akair 

O' kebbucJis fras their pantreys, 
Fn' BBUt that day. 

Here country John, in bonnet blae. 
And eke bis Sunday's elaes on, 

Rins after Mep; wi' rokelay new. 
And sappy kissea lays on : 



1 [** WIUEiuii MflORi^bon w 



Sha'U Imiii^' say, " Ye lillf eoof 1 

Be o' youF gab mair qiarm' f 
He'll tak the faint, and creish her loaf 

Wi' what will buy her fairin', 
To chow that day. 

Here chapman biHies tak their stand. 

And show their bonny wallies; 
Wow I but they lie fu' gleg aff hand 

To trick the silly fallows ; 
Ueh, sire ! what cairds and tinklers come. 

And ne'er-do-weel borse-conpers. 
And spae-wiTes, fenzying to be dumb, 

Wi' a' ucUke landloupers. 

To thrive that day ! 
Here Sawny cries, frae Aberdeen, 

" Come ye to me tk need ; 
The brawest shanks that e'er were seen 

I'll sell ye cheap and guid : 
I wjt they are as pielty hose 

As come frae weyr or leom : 
Here, tak a rug, and show's your pose ; 

Foreeeth, my ain's but teem 
And light tbe day." 
Ye wires, as ye gang through the fair, 

mak yonr bargains homy I 
0' a' thir wylie louns beware, 

Or, fegs ! they will ye spulzie. 
For femyear f/leg Thomson got 

Frae tnir mieenievous vtllmiiB, 
A Bcaw'd hit o' a penny note, 

That lost a score o' ehillin'a 
To her that day. 
The dinlin drums alarm our ears; 

The Serjeant screechs fu' loud, 
" A' gentlemen and volunteers 

That wish your country guid. 
Come here to me, and I saU gte 

Twa guineas and a crown ; 
A bowl o' pancfa, that, like the sea, 

Will soom a lang dragoon 

Wi' ease this day." 
Without, the cnissen prance and nicker. 

And Dwre the lea-rig scud ; 
In tents, the carles bend the bicker, 

And rant and roar like wnd. 
Then there's sic yellochin and din, 

Wi' wives and wee-anes gabblin'. 
That ane might trow they were akin 

To a* the tongues at Babyhm, 
Confused that day. 
When Phcobos ligs in TheUs' Up, 

Anld Reekie gies them shelter. 
Where cadgily they kisa the cap. 

And ca't round helter-skelter. 
Jock Bell gaed furth to play his freaks ; 

For frae a stark Lochaber axe* 

He gat a elamlbewit 

Fu' sair that night. 
" Ohon !" quo' ho, " I'd rather be 

By sword or bagnet alickit, 
Than hae my crown or body wi' 

Sic deadly weapon niekit." 
Wi' thai he gat anither straik 

Mwr weighty than before. 
That gart bis feckless body ache. 

And spew the rcekin* gore 

Fu' red that night 

He pechin on the causey lay, 

O' kicks and cuff's weel sair'd ; 
A Highland aith the aerjeant gae, 

" She man pe see our guar^" 

n, somGirhnt like a halboit, carried b^ the 
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Oot spak the weirlike corporal, 
^ Pring in ta drucken BOt :'* 

They trail'd him ben, and, by my saul, 
He paid his drucken groat 
For that neist day. 

Guid fonk I as ye come &ae the fair, 

Bide yont frae this black squad ; 
There's nae sic savages elsewhere 

Allow'd to wear cockad'. 
Than the strong lion's hungry maw 

Or tusk o' Russian bear, 
Frae their wanruly felin* paw 

Mair cause ye hae to fear 

Your death that day. 

A wee soup drink does unco weel, 

To baud the heart aboon ; 
It's guid, as lang's a canny chiel 

CuL staun' steeve in his shoon. 
But if a birkie's owre weel sair'd. 

It gars him aften stammer 
To pleys that bring him to the Guard, 

And eke the Council Chaumer, 
Wi' shame that day. 



*»«»»*»«* *i»*»i»**«*— 



ODE TO THE BEE. 



Herds ! blythesome tune your canty reeds, 
And welcome to the gowany meads 
The pride o' a' the insect thrang, 
A stranger to the green sae lang. 
XJnIauld ilk buss, and ilka brier. 
The bounties o' the gleesome year, 
To him whose voice delights the spring ; 
Whose soughs the saftest slumbers bring. 

The trees in simmer oleedin' drest, 
The hillocks in their greenest vest, 
The brawest flowers rejoiced we see 
Disclose their sweets, and ca' on thee, 
Blythelv to skim on wanton wing 
Tlirough a' the fairy haunts o' spring. 

When fields hae got their dewy gift, 
And dawnin' breaks upon the lift. 
Then gang your ways through bight and how, 
Seek cauler haugh or sunny knowe, 
Or ivy craig, or bum-bank brae. 
Where industry shall bid you gae, 
For hiney, or for waxen store. 
To ding sad poortith frae the door. 

Could feckless creature, man, be wise. 
The simmer o' his life to prize. 
In ¥rinter he mieht fend m' bauld. 
His eild unkenn d to nippin' cauld ; 
Yet they, alas ! are antrin'fouk 
That lade their scape wi' winter stock. 
Auld ase maist feckly glowers right dour 
Upon the ailings o' the poor, 
Wha hope for nae comforting, save 
That dowie, dismal house, the grave. 
Then, feeble man ! be wise ; tak tent 
How industry can fetch content : 
Behold the bees where'er they wing, 
Or through the bonnie bowers o' spring. 
Where violets or where roses blaw. 
And siller dew-draps nightly fa'. 
Or when on open bent they^ seen, 
On heather hill or thristle green ; 
The hiney's still as sweet that flows 
Frae thnstle cauld, or kendlin rose. 

Frae this the human race may learn 
Reflection's hiney'd draps to earn, 
Whether they tramp lire's thorny way. 
Or through the sunny vineyard stray. 

Instructive bee I attend me still ; 
Owre a' mv labours sey your skill : 
For thee AbXL hineysucldes rise, 
Wi' ladin' to your busy thighs. 



And ilka shrub Bnrround my cell. 
Whereon ye like to hum and dwell : 
My trees in bourachs owre my ground. 
Shall fend ye frae ilk blast o' wind ; 
Kor e'er shall herd, wi' ruthless spike. 
Delve out the treasures frae your bike. 
But in my fence be safe, and free 
To live, and work, and sing, like me. 

Like thee, by fancy wing'd, the Muse 
Scuds ear' and heartsome owre the dews, 
Fu' vogie and fu' blythe to crap 
The winsome flowers frae nature's lap, 
Twinin' her livin' garlands there, 
That lyart tune can ne'er impair. 



^.#»*»i*»# M mw> 



ON SEEING A BUTTERFLY IN THE STREET. 

Daft gowk ! in macaroni dress. 

Are ye come here to shaw your face, 

Bowden wi' pride o' simmer gloss. 

To cast a dash at Reekie's cross. 

And glower at mony a twa-legged creature. 

Flees braw by art, though worms by nature! 

Like countoy laird in city cleedin , 
Ye're come to town, to lear guid breedin' ; 
To bring ilk darlin' toast and fashion 
In vogue amang the flee creation, 
That they, like buskit belles and beaux. 
May crook their mou fu' sour at those 
Whose weird is still to creep, alas ! 
Unnoticed, 'mang the humble grass ; 
While you, wi' wings new busut trim. 
Can far frae yird and reptiles skim ; 
Newfangle grown wi' new-got form. 
You soar aboon your mither worm. 

Kind Nature lent, but for a day. 
Her wings, to mak ye sprush and gay ; 
In her habiliments a while 
Ye may your former sel beguile. 
And ding awa' the vexin' thought 
O' hourly dwynin' into nought, 
Bv beengin to your foppish brithers. 
Black corbies dress'd in peacocks' feathers. 
Like thee, they dander here and there. 
When simmer's blinks are warm and fair. 
And loe to snuff the healthy balm 
When e'enin' spreads her wings sae calm ; 
But when she gims and glowers sae dour 
Frae Borean houff in angry shower. 
Like thee, they scour frae street or field. 
And hap them in a lyther bield ; 
For they were never made to dree 
The adverse gloom o' fortune's ee ; 
Nor ever pried life's pinin' woes ; 
Nor pu'd the prickles wi' the rose. 

Poor butterfly ! thy case I mourn ; 
To green kail-yard and fruits return. 
How could you troke the mavis' note 
For ** Penny pies, all piping hot I" 
Can linties' music be compar'd 
Wi' gruntles frae the city euard f 
Or can our flowers, at ten hours' bell, 
The gowan or the spink excel f 

Now should our sclates wi' hailstanes ring. 
What cabbage fauld wad screen your wing ! 
Say, flutterin' fairy, were't thy hap 
To light beneath braw Nanny's cap. 
Wad she, proud butterfly of May ! 
In pity, let you skaithless gae ! 
The furies glancin' frae her een 
Wad rug your wings o' siller sheen. 
That, wi^ for thee ! far, far outvie 
Her Paris artist's finest dye ; 
Then a' your bonnie spraings wad fall. 
And you a worm be left to crawl. 

To sic mishanter rins the laird 
Who quats his ha'-house and kail-yard ; 
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GrowB poUlmn ; seonrs (o court. 

Where he's tho Unghin'-BbiclE >nd Bpovt 
O' tniDisten, vbs, jeer end jibe. 
And heeae his liopos wi' tliougUI o' bribe ; 
Till, ia the end, thej- flue liim bwe. 
Leave bim to poortilU and to care. 
Their fleetcliin' worda owre Inte be sees, 
He tnidgSB hame — reinm-!- :iii<I dioi. 
Sic be tbeir fa' ivlio. dhk tijcrs-ben 
In blackest buBinees no tlxir ni* ; 
And may they scaud tlu-ii- li|<a fa' leal, 
That dip their Bpoons in iiLvi-'a luul. 



ODE TO THE COWDSPINK. 
Jrae fields whpre spring her sweets baa blaw 
Wi' eanlei' Terdare owre the laini, 
!Fhe gowdspinli comes in new attire, 
The hrawest 'mang the wluBtling choir, 
That e'er the aun can clciir Ins een, 
Wi'glib notes Bsin llic i-iciTr.i r's green. 

Sure, aaluro hen-ifi.l i!io:iy a tree, 
For Bptainra and butinii; ^i'.K.i 1* thee : 
Nae tnair the rainbow tan ]iiip:irt 
Sic glowin' ferUes o' her art, 
'Whose peocil wrought its frcalu at vill 
On thee, the sey-niece o' her bIilI. 
Nae mair, throug^i straths in siiWDer dight, 
We seek the rase fo blens our aijht ; 
Or bid the bonny wa'-Dowers Bproot 
On yonder ruin's lofty snout. 
Thy sbinin' gsrroenls Sa.i outstrip 
The cherries upon Hebe's lip. 
And fool the tints that naturt^ clusa 
To husk and paint the cruiiscm lose. 
'Mang men, wae's heai't [ ive txfUn find 
The bra west dressed want jiraco tf mind ; 
WMe he that gangs wi' rajj^'iid wat 
Ie weel contentit wi' bia lot. 
When wand, wi' glewy birdlime Mt, 
To steal far off your dautit mate, 
BIytbs wad you change your cle«in' gay 
In lieu ef lay'rock's sober grey. 
In yaia through woods you hair may ban 
The envious treachery o' iiuu!, 
That, wi' your gowdmi j;li-.(. ;■ taen, 
gtm hunts you on the uumit r'e plain. 
And traps you 'mang the Miii<Ien fa'i 
C winters dreary, drtiejiin' jiiatfB. 
Now Bleekit frae tbe goiv:iiiv licld, 
Frae ilka fav'rito hoirif iui<l'liiclil ; 
Bnl, mergh, alas I to iliKMig;i|;i' 
Yonr hoonie buik frae fellt;rin' tags, 
Your freebom boeom beats in viin 
For darlin' liberty again. 
In window hung, how aft we sec 
Thee keek around at warblers free, 
That carol soft, and sweetly aing 
Wi* a' the blytheoess o' ihe j^i.ruigl 
Like Tantalus they liing ji.u here. 
To spy the glories o' the jiiar; 
And tbough you're at the buruie's brink, 
They downa sutler you to drink. 

Ab, Liberty I thou bonny dam^ 
How wildly wanton is thy stream, 
BoUDd whilk the birdiis a' rejniue, 
And hul you wi' a grtti^fu' \ n I 
The gowdapiak chatter', i \ n liere, 
And courts wi' glce&um i his peer; 

Tho mavis, frao the n^ >i 1 I I'd thorn. 
Begins his lauds at (,ir < i rn; 
And herd louns, loujim • > r ihu grass, 
NeedfarlessfleetOiiii'li II alias, 

WhaU 

Bat, reft of thee, fient !!..« w l L4[ 

For n' that lifo ahint can si>ar[ . 



The gowdspink, that sae lang has kenn'il 
Thy happy aweets (his wonted friend), 
Her sad confinement ill can brook 
In some dark chamber's dowie nook. 
Though Mary's hand Itis neb supplies, 
Unkenn'd to hunger's painfu' cries. 
Even l>eauty canna cheer the baart 
Frae life, frae liberty apart : 
For now we tyne its wonted lay, 
Sae lightsome sweet, sae blythely gay. 

Thus, Fortune aft a oune con ^e, 
To wila US fhi frae hberW ; 
Then tent her ayren smiles wha list, 
I'll ne'er envy yonr gimel's grist : 
For when fair freedom smiles nae mair, 
Care I for life I Shame fa' the hair I 
A Geld o'ergrowD wi' rankest etabble, 
The essence of a paltry bubble I 

CAULER WATEH. 
When father Adie first pat spade In 
The bonnie yard o' ancient Eden, 
His amry hod nae liquor laid in 

To £re his mou ; 
Nor did he tbote bis wife's npbrudin', 

For bein' fou. 
A cauler bum o' siller sbeen, 
Ban cannily out-owre the green ; 
And when our entcher's drouth bad bam 

To bide right aair. 
He lontit down, and drank bedeen 

A dainty skoir. 
His bairns had a', l>efaTo the fiood, 
A langer tack o' flesh and blood, 
And on mur pithy shanks they stood 

Than Noah's line, 
Wha still liae l)een a feckless bi 

Wi' drinlda' v ' 



is brood, 



Tbe fuddlin' bardies, now-a-days. 
Bin maulun-mad in Bacchus' praise ; 
And limp and stoiter through their lays 

Anacreontic, 
While eadi bis sea of wine displays 

As big's tbe Pontic 



Id troth, die jillet ye might 
For thinkin' on't. 
When eithly she can find the theme 

This is tbe name that doctors use, 
Their patients' noddles to confuBa; 
Wi' umples clad in terms abstmu, 

Tbey Ubonr still 
In kittle words to gat yon roose 

Their wont o' skill. 
But we'll hae nae sic ditter-clatler ; 
And, briefly to e:ipound the matter, 
It shall be ca'd guid cauter water ; 

Than whilk, I trow, 
Few diugs in doctors' thope are better 

For me or you. 
Though joints be stiff as ony rung, 
Your pith wi' pain he sairly dung. 
Be you in cauler 



Withoulen drugs. 
Though cbolic or the heart-scad teaxe m 
Or ony inward dwaam should seize us ; 
It masters a' sic fell diseases 

That would ye spulzie. 
And brings them to a canny crisis 

Wi' little tulzie. 
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Were't no for it, the bonnie laMBm 
Wad glower nae mair in keekin'^glasses ; 
And soon tyne dint o' a' the graces 

That aft conveen 
In gleefu' looks, and bonnie faees^ 

To catch our een. 

The fairest, then, might die a maid, 
And Capid quit his shootin' trade ; 
For wha, through clarty masquerade, 

Could then discover 
Whether the features under shade 

Were worth a lover! 

As simmer raiiis bring simmer flowers, 
And leaves to deed the birken bowers, 
Sae beauty gets by cauler showers 

Sae rich a bloom, 
As for estate, or heavy dowers, 

Aft stands in room. 

What maks Auld Reekie's dames sae fair I 
It canna be the halesome air ; 
But cauler bum, beyond compare, 

The best o' onie, 
That gars them a' sic graces skair. 

And blink sae bonnie. 

On Mayday, in a &iry ring, 

We've seen them round St Anthon's spring,^ 

Frae grass the cauler dew-draps wring 

To weet their een. 
And watery clear as crystal spring. 

To synd them clean. 

Oh may they still pursue the way 
To look sae feat, sae olean, sae gay ! 
Then shall their beauties glance like May ; 

And, like her, be 
The goddess of the vocal spray, 

The Muse and me. 



»»«><»w^*#«.y».»»>»#<»^> 



THE SITTING OP THE SESSION. 

Phoebus, sair cow'd wi' simmer's hisht, 
Cowers near the yird wi' blinkin' light ^ 
Cauld shaw the haughs, nae mair bedight 

Wi' sinunei^s claes. 
Which heese the heart o' dowie wight 

That through them gaes. 

Weel leese me o' you, business, now ; 
For yell weet mony a drouthy mou, 
That's lang argizzenin gane for you^ 

Withouten fill 
O* dribbles £rae the guid brown cow. 

Or Highland gill. 

The Court o' Session, weel wat I, 

Pits ilk ehiel's whittle 1' the pie ; 

Can criesh the slaw-gaun wheels when dry, 

Till session's done ; 
Though they'll gie mony a cheep and cry. 

Or twalt o' June. 

Ye benders a' ! that dwall in joot. 
You'll tak your liquor clean cap out ; 
Synd your mouse-webs wi' reamin' stout, 

While ye hae cash. 
And gar your eares a' tak the rout. 

And thumb ne'er fash. 

Rob Gibb's3 grey gizz, new frizzled fine, 
Will white as ony snaw-ba' shine ; 

1 I^St Anthony's Wdl, a beantifiil small sprin;, on Arthur's 
Beat, near Edinburgh. Thither it is still the practioe of young 
Edinbmgh maJdwis to resort on Hay-day.] 

s CThe Court of Session was then opened for the winter term 
on the ISth of NoTember.] 

•1 [The keeper of a tavern in the Outer Howe, as the old parlia- 
Toent hall of Edinborgh is denominated, to distinguish it from the 
Inner House, where the fifteen lords sat in Judgment This 
Outer House, like Westminster Hall in old times, was then partly 
oooupied by a range of little shops.— See *' Beekiansy or Minor 
Jkxitia^tles of Edinbnrgh.*^ 



Weel does he loe the lawen coin. 

When dossied down, 
For whisky gills, or dribs o' wine. 

In cauld forenoon. 

Bar-keepers I now at outer door, 
Tak tent as fouk gang back and fore ; 
The fient ane there but pays his score ; 

Nane wins toU«free ; 
Though ye've a cause the house before, 

Or agent be. 

Gin ony here wi' canker knocks. 
And hasna lowsed his siller pocks. 
Ye needna think to fleetch or cox ; 

^' Come, Shaw's your gear : 
Ae scabbit yowe spills twenty flocks ; 

Ye's no be hero." 

Now, at the door, they'll raise a plea ; 
Crack on, my lads ! for flytin's free ; 
For gin ye should tongue-tackit be. 

The mair's the pity, 
When scauldin butt and ben we see. 

Pendente lite. 

The lawyers' shelfs, and printers' presses. 
Grain unco sair wi' weighty cases ; 
The clerk in toil his pleasure places. 

To thrive bedeen : 
At five hours' bell scribes shaw their faces, 

And rake their een. 

The country fouk to lawyers crook — 
" Ah, weels-me o' your bonny buik ! 
The benmost part o' ihy kist-nook 

I'll ripe for thee. 
And wilUn' ware my hindmost rook 

For my decree." 

But law's a draw-well unco deep, 
Withouten rim fouk out to keep ; 
A donnart chiel, when drunk, may dreep 

Fu' sleely in. 
But finds the gate baith stey and steep. 

Ere out he win. 



»*»0r» *0 m Ktti0m*» f ^ » m»* 



THE RISING OF THE SESSION. 

To a' men livin' be it kend. 
The Session now is at an end. 
Writers ! your finger nebs unbend, 

And quat the pen, 
Till time, wi' lyart pow, shall send 

Blythe June again.^ 

Tired o' the law, and a' its phrases. 
The wily writers, rich as Croesus, 
Hurl frae the town in hackney chaises^ 

For country cheer : 
The powny that in sprmg-time grazes, 

Thrives a' the year. 

Ye lawyers ! bid fareweel to lies ; 
Fareweel to din ; fareweel to fees : 
The cannie hours o' rest may please, 

Instead o' siller ; 
Hain'd mu'ter bauds the mill at ease. 

And fends the miller. 

Blythe they may be wha wanton play 
In fortune's bonnie blinkin' ray : 
Fu' weel can they ding dool away 

Wi* comrades couthy. 
And never dree a hungert day, 

Or e'enin' drouthy. 

Ohon the day t for him that's laid 
In dowie poortith's cauldrife shade ; 
Aiblins owre honest for his trade. 

He racks his wits 
How he may get his buik weel clad, 

And fill his guts. 

A [The summer session then commenced on the 12tU of June* 
instead of the isth of Mriy, as is now the case.] 
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Thfi farmeTB' sone, as yap an aparrows. 
Are glad, I irow, to fiee tliu buTRB, 
And whistle to tlie pleUKl' .md liarro'.vs 

At bnrloy st-i-ii r 
What UTiter wadnil gang ;l^ fiif afi 

Heconldforli-fBu! 
After their j-okin, I wat weel, 
They'll «oo the kobbuek to tha bee) ; 
Eith eaa the pieugh-uilts gw & ehiel 

Be unco vogiu 
Cleaa to licit aff his crowd ie-meal. 

And acart his cogia. 
Now inony a fallow's dnng adrift 
To a' the hhiatB lieueath tim lift} 
ADd though their atamack'a aA in tift 

Yat seeoil do tUq- ken the rifl 

0' Btappit wame. 
Kow, if a notar ahould be wanted, 
Yoq'U find Uie fillarsi giulj planted : 
For little thing protests bk granted 

Upuu a bill, 



Andw 



irhalfa 



eniDted 



Naebody taka a momiii' drib 
0' Holland gin frae Robin Gibb ; 
And, though a dram to Rob's miur Bib 

Than ia hia wifo. 
He maun tak time to daut hia nb. 

Till siller's rite. 
This vac&nce is a heavy doom 
On Indian Peler'a colfee-rooni,* 
For a' his china piga are toou ; 

Nor do vie see 
In wins Llie sucker bitketa BOiim, 

As light'a a flee. 
But slop, my Muse I nor mnk a mane ; 
Fikte doesna fend on that alane ; 
He can fell twa doga wi' ae tone. 

While ither fouk 
Uaun rest themseU conltnt wi' ane, 

Nor farer trokc. 
Ye changBhouBe keepers ! newr grumbla ; 
Though you a while jour bietera whnmble, 
Ba unoo patientfu' and humble, 

Nor mak a diu, 
ThoQEh good joot binna ktnn'd to rumble 

Your wanie within. 
Yon needna grudge to draw your breath 
For little' mair than half a wiaitb ; 
Then, if we a' be spared frae deatfa. 

We'll gladly prie 
Fresh noggins o' your reamin' graith 

Wi' blytliesomr glee. 



LEITH KACES. 
In July month, ae bonny mom, 
When nature's rokelay green 
Was spread owre ilka rig o' wrn. 



Was spread owr 



I [A. 



Glowrin' about. 

The fiurest 'neath the lift ; 

Her een were o' (be siller ahaen, 

Her skin like snawy drift, 

Hoe white that •iif. 

ttnj^ tiK' ^lo^sfLQe leo^bg hite (he 



}jL-d tfm raogfl ot baUdhigB wl 
ivliOilikEr Uibb.lieplsBioBlltsv 



IB9 (lie am to cMsbllsh a 
ly In the BcotUdi la^laL] I 



Quo* she, " I ferly unco Mur, 

That ye should masin' gae ; 

Ye wha hae sung o' Hallowfair, 



Wi' jookoy louna are met. 
Their orra peenies there to ware. 
And drown themsels in debt 
Fu* deep that day." 
" And wha are ye, my vinsome dear. 

That taks the gate aae early ) 
Where do ye win, if ane may speir ; 

For I right meikle terly, 
That sic braw buskit laughia' laaa 

Thir bonny blinks should ^e, 
And loup, like Hebe, owre the gross, 
As wanton, and as free 

Fma dool this dayP' 
" I dvall anuuig the cauler springs 

That neat the Land o' Cakes, 
And aften tune my canty strings 

At bridals and late wakes, 
miey ca' me MmrH ;— I ue'er was kenn'd 

To KTomble or look aour ; 

But blyUia wad be a lift to lend. 

If ye wad sey my power 

And pith this day." 
" A bargain bet ; snd, by my fega ! 

If ye will he my mate, 
Wi' yon I'll aeraw the cheery pegs ; 

Ye shanny find me blaie. 
We'll reel and ramble through tlie sands, 

And jeer wi' a' we meet : 
Nor hip the daft and gleesom bands 
That fill Edina's street 

Sae thrang this day." 
Ere servant-maids had wont to rise 

To seethe the breakfast kettle. 
Ilk dame her hraweat ribbons tries. 

To put her on her mettle, 
Wi' wiles some silly ehiel to trap 

(And troth hc'a fain to get her) ; 
But she'll craw kniefly In his crap. 
When, wow I he canna flit her 
Frae hame that day. 
Now, many a scaw'd and bare-leg'd loim 

Rise early to their wark ; 
Eneugh to fley a muckle town, 

Wl' dinsame si^ueel and bark. 
" Here is the true and faithfu' list 

O' noblemen and horses ; 
Their eild, their weight, their height, their grist. 
That rin for plates or purses, 
Fu' fleet this day." 
To whisky plonks that bmnt for onks 

On town-guard sodgera' faces. 
Their barl>er bauld his whittle crooks. 

And scrapes them for the races. 
Their stumps, crat used to philabegs, 

Are dight in spatterdashes, 
Whoso barkea'd hides scarce fend thoir legs 
Frae weet and weary plaahes 
O' dirt that day. 
" Come, hafe a care," the captain crie^ 

" On guns year Imgnets thraw ; 
Now mind your manual exercise. 
And marsh down raw by raw." 
And as they march, hell glower about. 

Tent a' Uieir cuts and scars ; 
'Mang them full niony a gawsy snout 
Has gDsh't in birth-day wars, 
Wi' bluid that day. 
•■ Her nainsel maun be carefu' now, 

Nor maun she be mislear'd, 

Sin' baxter lads hae seal'd a vow, 

To sketp and clout the guard." 
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I*m sure Auld Reekie kens o' sano 

That would be sorry at it. 
Though they should dearly pay the kain^ 

And get uieir tails weel sautit, 
And sair, thir days. 

The tinkler billies i' the Bow^l 

Are now less eident clinkin', 
As lang*8 their pith or siller dow, 

Thepre daffin' and they're drinkin'. 
Bedown Leith Walk what bourrachs reel, 

O' ilka trade and station, 
That gar their wires and childer feel 

Toom wames, for their libation 
0' drink thir days ! 

The browster wives thegither faarl 

A' trash that they can fa' on ; 
They rake the grunds o* ilka barrel^ 

To profit by the lawin : 
Por weel wat they, a skin leal het 

For drinkin' needs nae hire : 
At drombly gear they tak nae pet ; 

Foul water sleekens fire 

And drouth, thir days. 

They say, ill ale has been the dead 

(y mony a bierdly loon ; 
Then dinna gape like gleds, wi' greed, 

To sweel hale bickers down. 
Gin Lord send mony ane the mom, 

They'll ban fu' sair the time 
That e'er they toutit aff the horn, 

Which wambles through their wame 
Wi' pain that day. 

The Buchan bodies, through the beach. 

Their bunch o' findram^ cry ; 
And skirl out bauld, in Norlan' speech, 

" Guid speldins; — fa will buy?** 
And, by my sauI, they're nae wrang gear 

To gust a stirrah's mou ; 
Weel staVd wi' them, he'll never speir 

The price o' being fu' 

Wi' drink that day. 

Now wily wights at rowly-powl. 

And flingin' o' the dice. 
Here break the banes o' mony a soul 

Wi' fa's upon the ice. 
At first, the gate seems fair and straught, 

Sae they Imud fairly till her : 
But, wow ! in spite o* a' their manght. 

They're rookit o' their siller 
And gowd thir days. 

Around, where'er you fling your een, 

The hacks like wind are scourin' : 
Some chaises honest fouk contain, 

And some hae mony a in. 

Wi' rose and lily, red and white. 

They gie themsels sic fit airs. 
Like Dian they will seem perfite ; 

But it's nae gowd that glitters 
Wi them thir days. 

The lion here, wi' open paw. 

May cleek in mony hunder, 
Wha geek at Scotland, and her law. 

His wily talons under : 
For, ken, though Jamie's laws are auld, 

(Thanks to the wise recorder H 
His lion yet roars loud and bauld, 

To baud the whigs in order, 
Sae prime this day. 

To town-guard drum o' clangour clear, 
Baith men and steeds are raingit : 

Some liveries red or yellow wear. 
And some are tartan spraingit. 

1 pTbe West Bow, a street fbll of white-Iron emlths.3 
9 [pbnian haddoclcs, or gpeUUngs, a kind of dried fish, 
^tepored at the village of Finnan in Eincardin^ire.^ 



And now the ted — ^the blue e'en now— 
Bids fiiirest for the nmrket ; 

But ere the sport be done, I trow, 
Their skins are gaily yarkit 

And peel'd thir days. 

Siclike in Robinhood debates,^ 
When twa chiels hae a pingle ; 

E'en now some coulie gets his aits. 
And dirt wi' words they mingle ; 

Till up loups he, wi' diction foir. 
There's tang and dreech contestin' ; 

For now they're near the point in view- 
Now ten miles frae the question 
In hand that night. 

The races owre, they haill the dules 

Wi' drink o' a' kin-kind : 
Great feck gae hirplin' hame like fools, 

The cripple lead the blind. 
May ne'er the canker o' the drink 

Mak our bald spirits thrawart^ 
'Case we get wherewitha' to wink 

"^i' een as blue's a blawort, 

Wi' straiks thir days ! 



9»i»»it m m»^m»rmm»» 



first 



THE FARMER'S INGLE. 

Et multo imprimis hilarans convivia Baccho, 
Ante fooum, si frigus erit— Fif^. Buc, 

When gloamin' grey out-owre the welkin keeks ; 

When Batie ca*s his owsen to the byre ; 
When Thrasher John, sair dung, his bam-door steeks. 

And lusty lasses at the dightin' tire : 
What bangs fu' leal the e'enin's coming cauld. 

And gars snaw-tappit winter freeze in vain ; 
Grars dowie mortals look baith blythe and bauld. 

Nor fley'd wi' a' the poortith o' the plain ; 
Begin, my Muse ! and chaunt in hamely strain. 

Frae the big stack, weel winnow't on the hill, 

Wi' divots theekit frae the weet and drift ; 
Sods, peats, and heathery truffs the chimley fill. 

And gar their thickenmg smeek salute the lift. 
The euidman, new come hame, is blythe to find, 

When he out-owre the hallan flings his een. 
That ilka turn is handled to his mind ; 

That a' his housie looks sae cosh and clean ; 
For cleanly house loes he, though e'er so mean. 

Weel kens the guidwife that the pleughs require 

A heartsome meltith, and refreshing synd 
O' nappy liquor, owre a bleezin' fire ; 

Sair wark and poortith downa weel be join'd. 
Wi' butter'd bannocks now the girdle reeks ; 

I' the far nook the bowie briskly reams ; 
The readied kail stands by the chimley cheeks, 

And hands the riggin het wi' welcome streams, 
Whilk than the daintiest kitchen nicer seems. 

Frae this let gentler gabs a lesson lear : 

Wad they to labouring lend an eident hand. 
They'd rax fell Strang upon the simplest fare. 

Nor find their stamacks ever at a stand. 
Fu' hale and healthy wad they pass the day ; 

At night in calmest slumbers dose fu' sound ; 
Nor doctor need their weary life to spae. 

Nor drogs their noddle and their sense confound. 
Till death slip sleeiy on, and gie the hindmost wound. 

On sicken food has mony a doughty deed 

By Caledonia's ancestors been done ; 
By this did mony a wight fu' weirlike bleed 

In brulzies frae the dawn to set o' sun. 
Twas this that braced their gardies stiff and Strang, 

That bent the deadly yew in ancient days ; 
Laid Denmark's daring sons on yird alang ; 

Gar'd Scottish thristles bang the Roman bays ; 
For near our coast their heads they doughtna raise. 

} CAUuding to a debating-club of that name In Edinbms^.] 
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The covCby crocks be^n when tapper*! dwtb j 

The cheeriDf; bicker gua them glibly gash 
0' BJmmec'a sboncrf bUnks, uid wintni boot, 

Whose floode did i^rat their mailin'g produce haafa. 
'Bont kark and market eke their tslea gae on ; 

How Jock Koo'd Ji'Qii' here to ba hia bride j 
And there how Marion, ibr a buitard son, 

Upon, the catty stool uu forced to ride. 
The vai^ru' scauld u' our Mess John to bide. 
The Reat a cheep's amani the balmies now, 

For tT their aDf>er's wi their hunger gane : 
Aje maun the childer, wf ft ^tin mou, 

Gmmblo and greet, and mak an nnco mane. 
In rongles round, before the Ingle'a lowe, 

Frae guidame's innuth Bold world tales thojr heu, 
0' warlocks loupin' round tho wirrikoW J 

O' ghaisU, tljat win in glen and kirk-rard drear ; 
WMlk touzles a' tLeir tap, aid gars them wiake wi' feart 

For veel s)ie tronii, tliat fiends and ralries be 

Sent frae the deil tu fIcBtoh Qa to our ill ; 
That kje hae tint their uilk wi' evil oe. 

And com been acowdet'd on tbe glowin' kill. 
Oh mock na this, m^ friends, but r&lber mourn. 
Ye in life's bcnweat spring, wi' reason clear ; 
Wi' eild our idle fancies a' return. 
And dim oar dolefu' dnf* wi' baimly fear ; 
The mind's aye cradled nhca the grave is near. 
Yet thrift, indnatriouEi, hiies her latest days, 

Though age her sair-dov'd front wi' runkles wai 
Yet frae the russet lap tha spindle playe. 

Her e'enin' elcnt rctls she as weel'a the lave. 
On some feast-daj, the wcO things busket braw. 

Shall beezB her heart up wi' a silent joy, 
Fn' cadgie that her liend vts up and Saw 
Her ain spun cleediii' on a darling ove :1 
Careless tho' death should mak the feut her fay. 
In its acid Icrrooh yet the deas remuns. 

Where the guidman ^streeka him at hia eaae ; 
A warm and canny Isnii for weary banes 
0' labourers dyolt upon the weary leas. 
Roond him will baudrons and tbe collie come, 

To wag their tail, and cast a thankfu' ee 
To him wha kindly tlirowB them monv a cmm 
0' kebbuck wliang'd, and dainty fodge, to pree ; 
This a' the boon they crave, uid a' the lee. 
Frae him tho lads their intmin' coonsel tak — 

What Htacks he wants to thrash, what rigs to tillj 
How big a birn maun lie on Basaie's back. 
For meal and niu'ter to tbe thirlin miU. 
Neist, the guidwifo her hiielin' danwela bids 

Glow'rthrouf-h the byi-e, and see the hawkiea bound; 
Tak lent, case Urummy tak her wont«d tide. 
And ca' tho laigli'u's treasure on the ground ; 
Whilk spills a kebbuek nice or yellow pound. 

Then ft' the house for sitiep begin to grienj 

Their joints to slack frae induatry a while ; 
The leaden god fa's heavy on their een. 

And hafihna eletks theiD frae their daily toil : 
Tbe cruizj', too, can only Uink and bleer, 

The Tcistit ingle's done the maist it dow; 
Tacksman and cottar eke t> bed maun steer, 

Upon the cod to clear their drumly pow, , 

Till wdten'd by the dawnin'aruddy glow. 
Peace to tho husbandman, tni a* his tribe, 

Whaae care fells a' our wants frae year to year ! 
Lang may his sock and cou'ter turn the glebe. 

And banks o' corn bead down wi' laded earl 
May Scotia's simiaera aye look gav and green ; 

Her yellow hairBts frae scowry blaala decreed I 
May a' her tenants sll fa' tniig and bien, 

Frae tbe hard gilp o' ails and poortith freed — 
And ft Ling laating U"'^- "' ""■'^f" bnni- 



THE ELEcrrroN.i 

Nimo est blbeodimi, et bendne BLokenun msflTRDn r 
CmOa Uwn-gaarduni, Dmigil Oeddnia al^ua Cam^ietUuii.1 
Rejoiee, ye burghers t ane and a', 
Lang look'd tor's oome at last ; 
Sair were your baolu held to the w«', 

Wi' poortith and wi' fast 
Now ye may clap your wings fttid craw, 

And gaily hnek ilk feather, 
For deacon cocks hae poss'd a law, 
To nut and waat your leather 
Wi' drink thir days. 
Haste, Eppa !" quo' John, "and brinff mv cizz : 



Takt( 



J 3 dinnat spulzii 
e barber gae't 
And straikit it wi' ulaie. 



Last night the barber gi 






Hoe done your parritcb, lanie, Lizz t 

Gie me my sark and gravat ; 
I'se be as braw'a the dw»n ia, 
When he taks affidavit 

O' iaith the day," 
" Where's Johnny gaun," cries neebont Bess, 

" That he's sae gaily bodia, 
Wi' qew-kaimed wig, weel syndet fcm, 

Silk hose for hamely bodiu )" 
"Our Johnny's nae sma' drink, you'll guess ; 

He's trig as onymnircock, 
And forth to mak a deacon, lass ; 

He downa nieak to poor fouk 
Like us the day." 
The coat ben-by t' the kiat-nook, 

That's been Uiia towmonth awarmln', 
la brought ance mair thereout to look. 

To fleg Bwa the vermin. 
Menzies o' moths and Saea are shook, 

And i' the floor they howder, 
TU], in a birn, beneath the crook, 

They're aingit wi' a scowdei 
To death that day. 
The canty cobbler quats his sta*. 

His reset and his lingans ; 
His buik has dree'd a sair, sair fa'. 



Frae meals □' bread and 
'low be'E 






And taunts at soles and heeU : 
To Walker'aS he can rin awa. 
There wliang his creams and jeels 
Wi^ life that day. 
The lada in order tak their seat ; 

(Tbe deil may ctaw tbe clungeat !) 
They atech and connach sae the meat, 
Ti.„;_ .__.!, -jj^ j^^ i^jj^ij tongue haate, 
cleanly tiglit and feat. 



o' pcacefu houra succeed I 



Their claes aw 
Andeko thf , 

Like maisters' mous hae fund the gate 
To taasels tengh wi' slavers 
Fa' lang that day. 

The dinner done — for brandy Strang 
They cry, to weet their thrapple ; 

To gar the atamaek bide the bang. 
And wi" ilB ladin' orapple. 

The grace is said — it's no owre lang — 
The claret reama in belli. 

Qjio' deacon, " Let the toast round gang- 
Come— Here's our Nobh) Sel'a 
Weel met the day 1" 

'[The Election DfmaglilntH lor tbe BltToFEdlDliiiithli bcTo 
be Ddbjcot. The cennunj took plana at Hlohaahuu.] 
> [DmigslGed sod Campbell ww« offloeis of tb» town-gunnl. 
t whom tbe poet neierloeM an Dpportimityo/ Rearing. Tbis Getl 
I was a nlatlve, probalii)' a brotber, of the Patilok fled who be- 
I friended Commodore Btrki la hie mUoituDee.— Sw Bjmn'a 



' OraaisWi. 
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" Weelfl-me o' drink," quo' cooper Will, 

" My barrel lias been geyz'd aye. 
And hasna gotten sic a fill, 

Sin' fou' on Hansel-Teysday. 
But maksna — ^now it's got a sweel ; 

Ae gird I shanna cast, lad ! 
Or else I wish the hom'd deil 

May Will wi' kiUle cast dad 
To heU the day l" 

The magistrates fa' wily are, ^ 

Their lamps are gaily blinkin' ; 
But they might as lieve bum elsewhere, 

Whtfn fouk's blind fou wi» drinkin'. 
Our deacon wadna ca' a ohair-^ 

The Foul ane durst him na-say ! — 
He took shanks-naig — ^but, fient may care ! 

He hindwards kiss'd the cawsey 
Wi' bir that night. 

Weel leese-me o' you, souter Jock ! — 

For tricks ye buit be tryin' ; 
When grapm' for his ain bed-stock, 

He fa's where WUl's wife's lyin' :— 
Will comin' hame wi' ither fouk, 

He saw Jock there before him ; 
Wi' maister lai^len, like a brock, 

He did wi' stmk maist smoor him, 
Fu' Strang that night. 

Then wi' a souple leathern whang 

He gart them fidge and gim aye, 
** Faith, chiel I ye's no for naething gang. 

Gin ye maun reel my pimy." 
Syne wi' a muckle elshin lang 

He brogit Maggie's hurdies ; 
And, cause he thought her i' the wrang, 

There passed nae bonnie wordies 
'Tween them that night. 

Now, had some laird his lady fand 

In sic unseemly courses. 
It might hae lows'd the haly band 

Wi° law-suits and divorces : 
But the neist day they a' shook hands, 

And ilka crack did sowder ; 
While Meg for drink her apron pawns. 

For a' we guidman cow'd her. 
Whan fou last night. 

Glower round the cawsey, up and down. 

What mobbin' and what plottin' ! 
Here, politicians bribe a lonn 

A^inst his saul for votin'. 
The gowd that inlakes half-a-crown, 

Thir blades lug out to try them ; 
They pouch the gowd, nor fash the town 

For weights and scales to weigh them 
Exact that day. 

Then deacons at the council stent 

To get themselves presentit ; 
For towmonths twa tiieir saul is lent, 

For the town's guid indentit. 
Lang's their debatm' thereanent, 

About protests they're bauthnn' ; 
Wlule Sandy Fife, to m&k content, 

On bellsi plays « Clopt the Caudron" 
To them that day. 

Ye louns 1 that troke in doctors' stuff, 

You'll now hae unco slaistera ; 
When windy blaws their stamacks puff. 

They'll need baith pills and plaisters : 
For though, e'en now, they look right bluff. 

Sic drinks, ere hillocks meet. 
Will hap some deacons in a trufT, 

Inrow'd i' the lang leet^ 

0' death yon night. 

1 [A set of miuilo bellfl £q St GOes's steeple.] 
4 {In UietmBinesB of an Edinburgh munioipal deetion. according 
to the old model a large list of eligible persons first presented by 



TO THE TRON-KIRK BELL. 

Wanwordy, crazy, dinsome thing, 
As e'er was fram'd to jow or ring ! 
What gar'd them sic in steeple hmg. 

They ken themsel ; 
But weel wat I, they couldna bring 

Waur sounds frae hell. 

What deil are ye I that I should ban ; 
You're neither kin to pat nor pan ; 
Nor ulzie pig, nor maister-can. 

But weel may gie 
Mair pleasure ^o the ear o' man 

Than stroke o' thee. 

Fleece-merchants may look bauld, I trow, 
Sin' a' Auld Reekie's childer now 
Maun staup their lugs wi' teats o' woo. 

Thy sound to bang, 
And keep it frae gaun through and through 

Wi' janin' twang. 

Your noisy tongue, there's nae abidin't ; 
Like scauldin' wife's, there is nae guidin't ; 
When I'm 'bout ony business eident, 

It's sair to thole ; 
To deave me, then, ye tak a pride in't, 

Wi' senseless knoll. 

Oh ! were I provost o' the town, 
I swear by a' the powers aboon, 
I'd bring ye wi' a reesle down ; 

Nor should you think 
(Sae sair I'd crack and clour your crown) 

Again to clink. 

For, when I've toom'd the meikle cap, 
And fain would fa' owre in a nap. 
Troth, I could doze as sound's a tap, 

Were't no for thee. 
That gies the tither weary chap 

To wauken me. 

I dreamt ae nisht I saw Auld Nick : 
Quo' he — '^ This bell o' mine's a trick, 
A wily piece o' politic, 

A cunnin' snare. 
To trap fouk in a cloven stick. 

Ere they're aware. 

^^ As lang's my dautit bell hings there, 
A' body at the kirk will skar: 
Quo' they, if he that preaches there 

Like it can wound, 
We downa care a single hair 

For joyfu* sound.' 

If magistrates wi' me would 'gree 
For aye tongue-tackit should you be;^ 
Nor fleg wi' anti-melody 

Sic honest fouk, 
Whase lugs were never made to dree 

Thy dolefu' shock. 

But far frae thee the bailies dwell. 
Or they would scunner at your knell ; 
Gie the foul thief his riven bell, 

And then, I trow. 
The byword bauds, ^' The deU himsel 

Has got his due."l 

the trades, that the magistrates might shorten it, was called the 
long leeL When abridged. It vraB called the short leeL The word 
is from the Frraich AUe, choice persons. Death's endless list is 
here, with happy hmnour, called his lang leef} 

1 [The Tron Church, in the High Street of Edinbnigh, was built 
in 1647, but not completely finished till 1663. Its bell, which cost 
1400 merks, or d^82, 10s. 2|d., was put up in 1673. This useful, 
but, if we are to believe Fergusson, unpleasant servant of the 
public, came to an nntlmdy end, November 16, 1824, when, tho 
steeple having caught fire in the midst of the wide-spread conflo. 
gration which then befdl the city, the bell was melted by the 
flames, and fell in masses upon the floor below. Many citizens 
of Edinburgh, from an affectionate r^r^u^ for the object of Fer- 
gusson's whimsical vituperations, obtained pieces of the metal 
fit>m which they formed oups, hand-beDs, and othersnch utensils, 
with commemorative inscriptions. Such was the end of this 
" wanwordy, crazy, dinsomo thing."] 
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Sin' Marlinl laid AuU Reekie's cawBey, 
And msite ber a' his wark right uucy. 
The spacious street and guid plwostuieB 
Were never kenu'd to crack but ance ; 
Whilk bappen'd on the hinder night. 
When FraserV u\r.ie tint its light. 
0' Highland eenlriesmine were vfaukln' 
To hear their cronies glibly taukin'j 
For them this wonder might bae rotten. 
And, like night robbery, been forgotten, 
Hadmk a ea[|i»> wi' hii lantern. 
Been gleg enough to hear them bant'rin', 
Wha cam to me neist inomin' early, 
To rio me tidings o' this ferly. 

¥e tauntia' luune, trow this nae joke, 
Foi ance the nsa o' Balaam spoke, 
Setter than lawyers io, foraoo^i ; 
For it Bpak naething bat the truUi t 
Whether the; follow its example, 
You'll ken best when you bear the mmple. 

My friend I thir bunder yeart, and nair, 
Wb'to been forfbughsn late and ear* ; 
In BunBhinc and in weety weather. 
Our Ihrawart lot we bare thegither. 



ivergrow 



■led,bi 



le bad an equal stent ; 
But now to Ryle Vae e'en be bauld, 
When I'm wi' sic a, grierance thrall'd. 
How- haps it, sey, that mealy bakers, 
Hair-iiaimocs, crieali/ gizzy-makera. 
Should a' get leave tn waste* tlielr pouthers 
l^a my beaux' and ladies' ghouthen ! 
My travellers are flf'd to dead 
Wi' creels wanebaneV, heap'd wi' bread, 
Fraa whilk hiitg dovrn uncanny nicksticks, 
That aften gie the miudens sic licks. 
As nuk them bljilie to screen their faces 
"Wi' hats and mnckle maoo bon-graoee, 
And cheat tho lads that fain woiUd s«0 
The glances o' a, pawW ee. 
Or gie their luves a vnly <rink. 
That erst might lend their hearts a clink! 
gpes-k, was I made to dree the ladui* 
O* Gaelic citairman's heavy treadin', 
Wba in my lender biiik bore boles 
Wi' -wof fu' tackets i' the soles 
0' brogs, wbitk on my body tramp, 
And wound like death at ilka clamp ! 

Weel crackit, friend I — It aft bauds true, 

'Boot naething fouk mak maiat ado. 

Weel ken ye, though ye doughtna tell, 

I pay tho Hairisf kain mysel. 

Owre me, ilk day, big waggons nimble, 

And a' ray fabric birse and jumble. 

Owre me the muckle horses gallop, 

Enengh to rug tny vtry sanl up ; 

And eoaclimen never trow they're sinnin', 

While down the alreet their wheels are spinnin'. 

Like (bee, do I not bide the brunt 

O' Highland chairmen's heavy dunt t 

Yet I hae never Ihoi^bt o' breathing 

Complaint, or makin' din for naething. 



in Ediaburgb. notTcedby Msltland, that 
imvedb^a Froichman named MarUn» 
li^y nnr the Tran Cbiiich took ila name, 



Ifii dawn to a period with 



And 1 can eithly tell you why — 
Ye're doughtier by for than I : 
For whiostanes haukit fras the Craigst 
May thole the prancin' feet o' oaigs. 



Nore. 



rfearui 



Frae clumsy carts or hackney coaches ; 
While I, a weak and feckless creature. 
Am moulded by a safter nature. 
Wi' mason's chisel dighted neat. 
To gar me look baith clean and feat, . 
I scarce can bear a sairer thump 
Than comes frae sole of shoe or pump. 
I grant, indeed, that now and then. 
Yield to a patten's pith I maun ; 
Bat patteos, though they're aften plenty. 
Are aye laid down wi' feetfu' tenty; 
And strokes frae ladies, though they're tei 
I freely maun avow are pleasm'. 

For what use was I made, 1 wonder! 
It waana ttonety to chap under 
The weight o' ilka codroch chiel. 
That do^ my skin to targets peel- 
But if I guess aright, my trade is 
To fend &ae skaith the boimie ladies ; 
To keep the barnies free frae harms 
When airin' i' their nurses' arms ; 
To be a safe and canny bield 
For gtowin' youth or droopin' eild. 

T^ then frae me the heavy load 
C burden-bearers heavy shod ; 
Or, by my troth, the guid auld town sail 
Uae this affair before the Council. 



bel I'll unpugn veriatim. 
And hae a nu^mum damnum datum: 
For though fme Arthur's-Seat I aprang. 



Would it no fret the hardest stane 
Beneath the Luckenbooths to grane ! 
Though magistrates the Cros^ discard. 
It mucsna when they leave the goard — 
A Inmbersome and stinkin' biggin'. 
That rides the sairest on my riggin'. 
Poor me ower meikle do ye blame 
For tradesmen trampin' on your wame ; 
Yet a' your advocat^ and braw fouk. 
Come still to me 'twixt ane and twa 'clock, 
And never yet were kenn'd to range 
At Charlie's statue or Eichange.3 
Then tak your beaux and macaronies ; 
Gie me trades fouk and cotmtry Johnnies ; 
The diel's in't gin ye dinna sign 
Your Bentiments conjunct wi' mine. 



Gin we twa could be as suldfarrnnt 
As ear the council eie a warrant, 
Ilktoun rebellious ?oUk 
Wha walks no i' the proper track. 
And 0* three ahilhn's Scottish suck him, 
Or in the water-hole sair dank him ; 
This might assist the poor's collection. 
And gie baith parties satislactioo. 

1 [Solubvry Cn«a, near Edinburgh.} 
'[TheniBrlcet-crD«hadbeainmevediii]7A3. TheTowu-gnard- 
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CAWSEY. 

But first, I think, it will be good 
To bring it to the Robinhoo^^ 
Where we sail hae the question stated, 
And keen and crabbetly debated — 
Whether the provost and the bailies, 
For the town's gtiid whase daily toil is, 
Should listen to our joint petitions. 
And see obtemper'd the conditions. 

PLAINSIANES. 

Content am I. But east the gate is 
The sun, wha taks his leave o' Thetis, 
And comes to wauken honest fouk. 
That gang to wark at sax o'clock. 
It sets us to be dumb a while. 
And let our words gie phice to toil. 



w»^ » ^^»#<»»i»»#»tf<»<N» 



A DRINK ECLOGUE. 

LINOLADT, BSANDT, AND WHISKY. 

On aiild worm-eaten sUelf, in cellar dunk. 
Where hearty benders synd their drouthy trunk, 
Twa chappin bottles bang'd wi' liquor fu' — 
Brandy ihe tane, the tither whisky blue — 
Grew canker'd ; for the twa were het within. 
And het-skinn'd fouk to flytin soon begin. 
The Frenchman fizz'd, and first wad foot the field. 
While paughty Scotsman scom'd to beenge or yield. 

BBANDT. 

Black be your fa', ye cottar loon mislear'd ! 

Blawn by the porters, chairmen, city guard : 

Hae ye nae breedin', that ye cock your nose 

Against my sweetly gusted cordial dose ! 

I've been near pawl^ courts, and, aften there, 

Hae ca'd hysterics frae the dowie fair ; 

And courtiers aft gaed greiuin for my smack, 

To gar them bauldly glower and gashly crack. 

The priest, to bang mishanters black, and cares. 

Has sought me in his closet for his prayers. 

What tid then taks the fates, that they can thole 

Thrawart to fix me i' this weary hole, 

Sair fash'd wi' din, wi' darkness, and wi' stinks, 

Where cheery daylight through the mirk ne'er blinks ! 

WHISKY. 

But ye maun be content, and mamma rue, 
Thoueh erst ye've bizz'd in bonnie madam's mou. 
Wi' thoughts like thae, your heart may sairly dunt : 
The warld's now changed ; it's no like use and wont : 
For here, wae's me I there's nouther lord nor laird 
Comes to get heart-scad frae their stamack skared. 
Nae mair your courtier louns will shaw their face, 
For they glower eery at a friend's disgrace. 
But heese your heart up : — When at court you hear 
The patriot's thrapple wat wi' reamin' beer; 
When chairman, weary wi' his daily gain. 
Can synd his whistle wi' the clear (^mpaign ; 
Be bopefn', for the time will soon row round. 
When you'll nae langer dwall beneath the ground. 

BRANDY. 

Wan wordy gowk ! did I sae aften shine 
Wi* gowden glister through the crystal fine. 
To thole your taunts, that seenil hae been seen 
Awa frae luggie, qnegh, or tmncher treein ; 
Gif honour would but let, a challenge should 
Twine ve o' Highland tongue and Highland bluid ; 
Wi' csairds like thee I scorn to file my thumb ; 
For gentle spirits gentle breedin' doom. 

WHISKY. 

Truly* I think it right you get your alms ; 
Your high heart humbled amang common drams. 
Braw days for you, when fools, newfangle fain, 
hike ither countries better than their ain : 

? A do^attng-flociety, afterwards called the Pantheon. 

B 



For there, ye never saw sic chancy days. 

Sic balls, assemblies, operas, or plays. 

Hame-owre, langsyne, you hae been blythe to pack 

Your a' upon a sarkless sodger's back. 

For you, tiiir lads, as weel-lear'd travellers tell. 

Had sell'd their sarks, gin sarks they'd had to sell. 

But worth gets poortith, and black burnin' shame 
To daunt and drivel out a life at hame. 
Alake ! the byword's owre weel kenn'd throughout, 
" Prophets at hame are held in nae repute." 
Sae farest wi' me, though \ can heat the skin. 
And set the saul upon a merry pin ; 
Yet I am hameil ; there's the sour mischance ! 
I'm no frae Turkey, Italy, or France : 
For now, our gentles' gabs are grown sae nice. 
At thee they tout, and never spier my price. 
Witness j — ^for thee they height their tenants' rent. 
And fill their lands wi' poortith, discontent ; — 
Gar them owre seas for cheaper mailins hunt, 
And leave their ain as hare's the Cairn-o'-Mount.^ 

BRANDY. 

Though lairds tak toothfu's o' my warmin' sap. 
This dwines not tenant's gear, nor cows their crap. 
For love to you, there's mony a tenant gaes 
111 clad and barefoot owre the Highland braes ; 
For you, nae mair the thrifty guidwife sees 
Her lasses kirn, or birze the dainty cheese ; 
Crummie nae mair for Jenny's hand will crune 
Wi' milkness dreepin' frae her teats adown ; 
For you, owre ear the ox his fate partakes, 
And fa's a victim to the bluidy axe. 

WHISKY. 

Wha is't that gars the greedy bankers prieve 
The maiden's tocher but the maiden's leave? 
By you, when spulzied o' her charmin' pose. 
She tholes, in turn, the taunt o' cauldrife joes. 
Wi' skelps like this, fouk sit but seenil down 
To wather-gammon, or howtowdy brown. 
Sair dung wi* dule, and fley'd for comin' debt, 
They gar their mou-bits wi' their incomes met ; 
Content enough, if they hae wherewithal 
Scrimply to tack their body and their saul. 

BKAMDY. 

Frae some, poor poet, owre as poor a pot, 

Ye've lear'd to crack sae crouse, ye Imveril Scot ; 

Or burgher politician, that imbrues 

His tongue in thee, and reads the claikin news : 

But, wae's heart for you ! that for aye maun dwell 

In poet's garret or in chairman's cell. 

While I shall yet on bien-clad tables stand, 

Bouden wi' a' the daintiths o' the land, 

WHISKY. 

Troth, I hae been, ere now, the poet's flame. 
And hees'd his sangs to mony blythesome theme. 
Wha was't gar'd Allie's chaunter chirm fu' clear ; 
Life to the saul, and music to the ear ! 
Nae stream but kens, and can repeat the lay 
To shepherds streekit on the simmer brae, 
Wha to their whistle wi' the lavrock bang. 
To wauken flocks the rural fields amang. 

BRANDY. 

But here's the browster wife, and she can tell 
Wha's won the day, and wha should bear the bell. 
Hae done your din, and let her judgment join 
In final verdict 'twixt your plea and mine. 

LANDLADY. 

In days o' yore, I could my livin' prize. 
Nor fash'd wi' dolefu' gangers or excise ; 
But, now-a-days, we're blythe to lear the thrift 
Our. heads 'boon licence and excise to lift. 
Inlakes o' brandy we can soon supply 
By whisky tinctured wi' the saffron's dye. 

1 [A noted member of the Grampian range] 
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Will ye your breedin' threep, ye mongrel loun I 
Frae hamebred liquor dyed to colour brown! 
So, flunky braw, when dress'd in master's claes^ 
Struts to Auld Reekie's Cross on sunny days^ 
Till some auld comrade, aiblins out o' place, 
Near the vain upstart shaws his meagre face ; 
Bumbazed he loups £rae sight, and jooks his ken^ 
Fley'd to be seen amaog the tassell'd train. 



OHWIOOtXHI**— <■««*«* 



TO THE PRINCIPAL AND PROFESSORS 

OF THE imiTEBSITr OF SI AITOBSW'S, ON THEIR SUPERB 
TREAT TO DR SAMUEL JOHNSON.^ 

St Andrew's town may look right gawsy; 
Nae grass will grow upon her cawsey. 
Nor wa'-flower o' a yellow dye, 
Glower dowie owre her ruins high ; 
Sin' Samy's head, weel pang'd wi' lear, 
Has seen the Alma Mater uiere. 
Regents ! my winsome biUy boys ! 
'Bout him you've made an unco noise : 
Nae doubt, for him your bells wad clink 
To find him upon Eden's? brink ; 
And a' things nicely set in order. 
Wad keep Urn on the Fifan border, 
I'se warrant, now, frae France and Spain 
Baith cooks and scullions, mony ane. 
Wad gar the pats and kettles tingle 
Around the college kitchen ingle. 
To fleg frae a' your craigs the roup 
Wi' reekin bet and creeshy soup ; 
And snails and puddocks mony bunder 
Wad beekin' lie the hearthstane under ; 
Wi' roast and boil'd and a' kin-kind. 
To heat the body, cool the mind. 

But hear, my lads I gin I'd been there, 
How I'd hae trimm'd the bill o' fare ! 
For ne'er sic surly wight as he 
Had met wi' sic respect frae me. 
Mind ye what Sam, the lying loun. 
Has in his dictionar laid down? — 
That aits, in England, are a feast 
To cow and horse, and sicken beast ; 
While, in Scots ground, this growth was common 
To gust the gab o' man and woman. 
Tak tent, ye regents ! then, and hear 
My list o' guidly hameil gear. 
Sic as hae aften rax'd the wame 
O' blyther fallows mony time : 
Mair hardy, souple, steeve, and swanky 
Than ever stood on Samy's shank. 

Imprimis f then, a haggis fat, 
Weel tottled in a seethin' pat, 
Wi' spice and ingans weel ca'd through, 
Had help'd to gust the stirrah's mou. 
And placed itsel in truncher clean 
Before the gilpy'a glowrin' een. 

Secundo, then, a guid sheep's head, 
Whase hide was singit, never flead. 
And four bkck trotters clad wi' girsle, 
Bedown his throat had leam'd to hirsle. 
What think ye, neist, o' guid fat brose 
To clae his ribs ! a dainty dose ! 
And \iiiite and bluidy puddings routh, 
To gar the doctw skirl o' drouth ; ^ 
When he could never hope to merit 
A cordial glass o' reamin claret5 
But thraw his nose, and birze, and pegh, 
Owre the contents o' sma' ale queeh. 
• Then let his wisdom gim and snan 
Owre a weel-tostit girdle farl, 

1 [« The professors entertained us with a very good dinner. 
Present: Murison. Shaw, Cooke, HiQ, Haddo. Watson, Flint, 



And learn, that, matigro o* his wame, 
111 bairns are aye best hand at hame. 

Drummond, lang syne, o' Hawthomden, 
The wilyest and b^t o' men. 
Has gien you dishes ane or mae, 
That wad hae gar'd his grinders play,' 
Not to «« Roast Beef," i old England^s life, 
But to the auld « East Nook o' Fife,"! 
Where Cnullian crafts could weel hae gien 
Skate rumples to hae clear'd his een ; 
Then, neist, when Samy's heart was faintin'j 
He'd lang'd for skate to mak him wmton. 
Ah, willawins for Scotland now ! 
When she maun stap ilk birky's mon 
Wi' eistacks, grown, as 'twere in pet, 
In foreign land, or green-house het. 
When cog o' brose^ and cutty spoon, 
Is a' your cottar childer's boon. 
Who, through the week, till Sunday^s peal, 
Toil for pease cods and guid lang kail. 

Devall then, sirs, and never send 
For dainties to regale a friend ; 
Or, like a torch at baith ends burning 
Your house will soon grow mirk and raournm' I 

What's this I hear some cynio say !^ 
Robin, ye loun ! it's nae fair play ; 
Is there nae ither subject rife 
To cUp your thumb upon but Fife I 
Gie owre, young man I you'll meet your eornin'', 
Than caption waur, or charge o' homin'. 
Some canker'd, surly, sour-mou'd carlin, 
Bred near the abbey o' Dunfermline, 
Your shouthers yet may gie a lounder. 
And be o' verse the mal-confounder. 

Come on, ye blades I but, ere ye tulzie^ 
Or hack our flesh wi' sword or guHie, 
Ne'er shaw your teeth, nor look like stink. 
Nor owre an empty bicker blink: 
What weets the wizen and the wame, 
Will mend your prose, and heal my rhyme. 



«i>iw«i>»i«wiiw«»*# 



ELEGY ON JOHN HOGG, 

LATE PORTER TO THE UNTVERSITT OP ST ANDREWS. 

Death I what's ado ? the diel-be-licket. 
Or wi' your stang you ne'er had pricket, 
Or our auld Alma Mater tricket 

0* poor John Hogg, 
And trail'd him ben through your mark wicket^ 

As dead's a log. 

Now ilka glaiket scholar loun 
May daunder wae wi' duddy gown ; 
Kate Kennedy^ to dowie crune 

May mourn and clink. 
And steeples o' Saunt Andrew's town 

To yird may sink. 

Sin' Pauly Tom,* wi' canker'd snout. 
First held the students in about. 
To wear their claes as black as soot 

They ne'er had reason. 
Till death John's haffit gae a clout, 

Sae out o' season. 

When regents met at common schools, 
He taught auld Tarn to hail the dules, 
And eident to row right the bowls, 

Like ony emmack ; 
He kept us a' within the rules 

Strict academic. 

1 Alluding to two tones under these titles. 

^ The poet alludes to a genUeman in Dunfermline, Wfio ncni 
him a challenge, heing highly offended at the concluding reflec 
tion in the " Expedition to Fife.** 
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H^ ! wba will tell the students now 
To meet the Pauly cheek for chow, 
When he^ like frightsome wirrikowi 

Had wont to rail. 
And set onr stamacks in a low^ 

Or we turn'd tail t 

Ah^ Johnny ! aften did I grumble 
Frae cozy bed fu' ear' to tumble, 
'When art and part I'd been in some ill^ 

Troth, I was swear ; 
His words they brodit like a wnmill, 

Frae ear to ear. 

When I had been fu' laith to rise, 

John then begude to moralise : 

" The tither nap, the sluggard cries, 

And turns him round ; 
Sae spak auld Solomon the wise, 

Diyine profound I" 

Nae dominie, or wise Mess John, 
Was better lear'd in Solomon ; 
He cited proverbs, one by one. 

Ilk vice to tame ; 
He gar'd ilk sinner sigh and groan, 

And fear hell's flsune. . 

'' I hae nae meikle skill," quo* he, 

** In what you ca' philosophy ; 

It tells, that baith the earth and sea 

Kin round about ; 
Either the Bible tells a lie. 

Or ye're a* out. 

« It's i* the Psalms o' David writ. 
That this wide warld ne'er should flit, 
But on the waters coshly sit 

Fu' steeve and lastin' : 
And wasna he a head o' wit, 

At sic contestin' !" 

On e'enin's cauld wi' glee we'd trudge. 
To heat our ^ins in Johnny's lodge ; 
The deil ane thought his bum to budge, 

Wi' siller on us ; 
To daw bet pints we'd never grudge 

O' molaHonis, 

Say, ye red gowns I that aften, here, 
Hae toasted cakes to Katie's beer, 
Gin e'er thir days hae had their peer, 

Sae blythe, sae daft I 
You'll ne'er again, in life's career. 

Sit half sae saft. 

Wi' haffit locks, sae smooth and sleek, 
John look'd like ony ancient Greek ; 
He was a Naz'rene a' the week, 

And doughtna tell out 
A bawbee Scots to scrape his cheeky 

Till Sunday fell out. 

For John aye loed to turn the pence ; 
Though poortith was a great offence : 
^ What recks, though ye ken mood and tense ? 

A hungry wame 
For gowd wad wi' them baith dispense, 

At ony time. 

^ Te ken what ails maun aye befall 
The chiel that will be prodigal ; 
When waisted to the very spaul 

He turns his tusk 
(For want o' comfort to his saul) 

To hungry husk." 

Ye royit lonns ! just do as he'd do : 
For mony braw green shaw and meadow 
He's left to cheer his dowie widow, 

His winsome Kate, 
That to him proved a cannv she-dow, 

Baith ear^ and late. 



AN ECLOGUE 

TO THE MEUORY OF DB WILKIE, LATE PBOFESSOR 09 
NATUBAL PHILOSOPHY IN THE UNIYERSITy OP ST ANDREWS. 

CWffliam WiOde, D.D., bom 1721> died 1773, enjoyed some 
temparaiy fame as a poet and wit He was the author of an ^io 
in the manner of Homer, entitled the Epigoniad, long forgotten. 
Fexgosson had been hia pupU, and probably owed some obUga« 
tioQBtohxm.] 

GEORDIE AND DAVIE. 
6E0BDIE. 

Blaw saft, my reed, and kindly, to my mane j 
Weel may ye thole a saft and dowie strain. 
Nae mair to you shall shepherds, in a ring, 
Wi' blytheness skip, or lasses Ult and sing ; 
Sic sorrow now maun sadden ilka ee. 
And ilka waefu' shepherd grieve wi' me. 

DAVIE. 

Wherefore begin a sad and dowie strain. 
Or banish liltin' frae the Fifan plain 1 
Though simmer's gane, and we nae langer view 
The blades o' clover wat wi' pearls o' dew ; 
Cauld winter's bleakest blasts we'll eithly cower, 
Our elden's driven, and our hairst is owre ; 
Our rucks fu' thick are stackit i' the yard ; 
For the Yule feast a sautit mart's prepared ; 
The ingle-nook supplies the simmer fields. 
And aft as mony gleefu' moments yields. 
Swith, man I fling a' your sleepy springs awa^ 
And on your canty whistle gies a blaw. 
Blytheness, I trow, maun lighten ilka ee • 
And ilka canty callant sing like me. 

GEORDIE. 

Na, na ! a canhr spring wad now impart 
Just threefauld sorrow to my heavy heart. 
Though to the weet my ripen'd aits had fa'n, 
Or shake- winds owre my rigs wi' pith had bhiwn ; 
To this I could hae said, ** I carena by," 
Nor fund occasion now my cheeks to dry. 
Crosses like thae, or lack o' warld's gear, 
Are naething, when we tyne a friend that's dear. 
Ah I waes me for you, Willie ! mony a day 
Did I wi' you on yon broom-thackii brae 
Hound aff my sheep, and let them careless gang. 
To barken to your cheery tale or sang — 
Sangs that for aye, on Caledonia's strand, 
ShaiU sit the foremost 'mang her tunefu' band. 
I dreamt, yestreen, his deadly wraith I saw 
Gang by my een, as white's the driven snaw ; 
My collie, Ringie, youTd and youl'd a' night, 
Cower'd and crap near me, in an unco fright ; 
I waken'd fley'd, and shook baith lith and limb, 
A cauldness took me, and my sight grew dim ; 
I kent that it forspak approachin' wae. 
When my poor doggie was disturbit sae. 
Nae sooner did the day begin to dawn. 
Than I beyont the knowe fu' speedy ran, 
Where I was keppit wi' the heavy tale 
That sets ilk dowie sangster to bewail. 

DAVIE. 

And wba on Fifan bents can weel refuse 
To gie the tear o' tribute to his Muse \ — 
Fareweel ilk cheery spring, ilk canty note ; 
Be daffin and ilk idle play forgot : 
Bring, ilka herd, the moumfir, moumfu' boughs, 
Bosemary sad, and ever-dreary yews ; 
Thae let oe steepit i' the saut, saut tear. 
To weet wi' hallow'd draps his sacred bier, 
Whase sangs will aye in Scotland be reverod. 
While slaw-gaun owsen turn the floweiy swaird ; 
While bonme Iambics lick the dews o' spring ; 
While gaudsmen whistle, or while birdies sing. 

GEORDIE. 

'Twasna for weel-timed verse, or sangs alane, 
He bure the bell frae ilka shepherd swain ; 
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Nature hi him had ^n » kindly lore, 
Deep a' her mystic ferlies to explore : 
For p,' her secret norkings he could gie 
RcBBons that wi' hoT principles agree. 
Ye saw yoursel hov «eel his muUD thrave ; 
Aye better faagh'd and Bnodit thui the lave : 
Long had the ttirifi'JeB and the dockana been 
In use to u'ug tlieii tape upon the green, 
Whare now fiia boiinie rigs delight the -riew, 
And thriviu' heilgH drint the oauler dew.i 



They IcU me, Goorilie ! he had aie a ^ft. 
That ftcarec a stamie bHnkit frae the lift. 
But lie would iiiiineanld wartd name fot^ lind 
Aa gart htm ket-^i it freshly in bis mind. 

For thlB, BCjiiic Ki.'d him an uncanny wight , 
The elaeh (;iicd lauad, "he had the ucraidught^' 
A t«le ih:il lu-yfv fM'd to be the pride 
O' gnmaieii tpiiiniu' at the ingle-side. 

OBO&DIE. 
Bnt now he's gano ; and fame, that, when ^ive, 

Seenil lets ony <•' lisr TOtariea thrive. 
Will fnin his sliinin' name a' motee withdraw. 
And on h'-'i l^iidost trump his praiaes blaw. 
Lang may 111: ^rn'ird bancs untroubled rest ! 
Lang may lif-. t nil)' in gowaoagay be drest 1 
ScholnrEi, niKi linid unheard o' yet shall come 
And kUui|' ni'-mnriils on his grassy tomb, 
Which in you nncient Idrkyard shall remain, 
Famed as the urn tliat baud« the Mantuan awun. 



Kow mourn, ye oollegemaBteraa'I 
And free your aeii a tear let fa' ; 
Famed Gregory death has taen awa, 

Wichcut remeid ; 
Th« almith ye've met wi's nae that sma 

Sin' Gregory's dead. 



The8( 
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To scbool lliem wmI Ms eident care ; 
Now tliey may mimmfar ever mair; 

They hae great need ; 
They'll hip tlis nuiet fecit o' their lear, 

:5in' Gregory's dead. 
He could, by Euclid, prove lang ajuc, 
A gangin' point compoaed a line. 
By numbcTH, too, he could diTme, 

WLeu he did raad. 
That three times three just mads up nine : 

But Dsw he'a dead. 
In algehra weel stiU'd he was, 
And lent fu' weel proportion's laws; 
He could mak cleir baith B'a and A'a 

\Vi' he lang head ; 
Rin oivre aurd roots, but cracks or flaws : 

But now he's dead. 
Wee) versed uas liB In architecture. 
And kcnt Iho nature o' the sector ; 
Upon boith globes he weel could lecture. 

And gu's lak heed ; 
0' geometry he wis the Hector : 

But now he's dead. 
Sae weel's he'd flev the students a*. 
When thoy were tkolpin' at the ha' ; 
They tcok lef^-hail, and ran awa' 

\Vi' pith and spaed: 
'VVs u'iniia get a sport aae biaw, 

Sin' Gregory's dead. 



Great 'casion Iiao wo a' lo weep. 
And deed our skins in moumin' deep. 
For Gregory death will fairly keep. 

To tak his nap : 
He'll till the resurrection sleep. 

As Bound'j a tap. 
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And lows'd their sair-totl'd owses frae the pleugb. 
Before they ca'd their beasts unto the town. 
The lads, to draw their breatb, e'en sat tbem down : 
To the aUfr sturdy aik they lean their backs, 
While honest Sandie thus begins the cracks. 

Ance I could hear the lavrock's shrQI-tuned throsi, 
And listen to the clatterin' gowdspiuk'a note : 
Ance 1 could whistle cantity as they, 
To owsen, as they till'd my i-uggit clay : 
But now, I would as lieve maist lend my lugs 
To tuneless puddocks croakin' i' the bogs. 
I«ghathame; a-lieldl'm dowie too; 
To sowf a tune I'll never crook my mou. 

Foul fa' me ! if your bridal hadna been 

Nae hmger bygane than sin' Halloween, 

I could bae tell't you, but a warlocli's art. 

That some daft lightlyin guean had stown your bein: 

Our beasties here will tak their e'enin' pluck ; 

And now, sin' Jock's gane liaioe the byres to muct, 

Fain would I houp my friend will be inclined 

To gie me a' the secrets o' his mind : 

Heh, Sandie, lad I what dool'a come owre ye now. 

That you to whistle ne'er will crook your mou i 

Ah, Willie, WilUe ! I may date my wae 
Frae what betid me ou my bridal day ; 
Sair may I rue the hour in which our hands 
Were knit tbegithor in the baly bands : 
Sin' that 1 thrave sac ill, in troth, I fancy. 
Some fiend or fairy, no sae very chancy. 
Has driven me, by pawky wiles uneonunon. 
To wed this Sytin' fury o' a woman. 

WIlilE. 

Ah, Sandie I afton hae I heard you tell, 

Amang the lassies a' she bure the bell ; 

And say, the modest glances o' her een 

Far dang the brightest beautioB o' the green : 

Yon ca'd her aye sae innocent, sae young, 

I thought she kenn'd na how to use her tongue. 

Before I married her, I'll tak my aith, 

'ler tongue was never louder than her breath j 

lut now it's tum'd sae aoupla and sae bauld. 
That Job himael could scarcely thole ths scauld. 

Let her yelp on ; he you as calm's a mouse, 
*' 'et your whisht be heard into the house; 
hat she can, or be as loud'a she please, 
Ne'er mind her flytes, but set your heart at ease : 
Sit down and blaw your pipe, nor fash your thumb. 
And there's my hand, she'll tire, and soon sing dumb. 
Sooner should winter's cauld confine ths sea. 
And let the ame'est o' om? burns rin free ; 
Sooner at Yule-day shall the birk be drest. 
Or birds in aapleas busses big their nestj 
Before a tongney woman's noisy plea 
Should ever be a cause to daonttm me. 
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Wee) could I this abide ; but, oh ! I fear 
I'U soon be twin'd o' a' my warldly gear. 
My kimstaff now atands gizzen'd at the door ; 
My eheese-rack toom, that ne'er was toom before ; 
My kye may now rin rowtin' to the hill, 
And on the naked yird their milkness spill : 
Slie seenil lays her hand upon a turn ; 
Neglects the kebbuck, and forgets the kirn. 
I vow, my hair-mould milk would poison dogs, 
As it stands lapper'd i' the dirty cogs. 

Before the seed, I selFd my ferra cow, 
And wi' the profit coft a stane o* woo' ; 
I thought, by priggin', that she might hae spun 
A plaidie, light, to screen me frae the sun : 
But though the siller's scant, the deedin' dear. 
She hasna ca'd about a wheel the year. 
Xiost ouk but ane I was frae hame a day. 
Buying a threave or twa o' beddin' strae : 
O' ilka thing the woman had her will ; 
Had fottth o' meal to bake, and hens to kill : 
But hyne awa to Edinbrough scour'd she 
To get a makin* o' her fav'rite tea ; 
And 'cause I leftna her the weary clink, 
She pawned the very trunchers frae my bink. 

WILLIE. 

Iter tea ! ah, wae betide sic costly gear, 
Or them that ever wad the price o't spier ! 
Sin' my auld gutcher first the warld knew, 
Pouk hadna fund the Indies whare it grew. 
I mind mysel, it's no sae lang sin' syne, 
When auntie Marion did her stamack tyne, 
That Davs, our gard'ner, cam frae Applebog, 
And gae her tea to iak by way o' drog. 

SANDIE. 

When Uka herd for cauld his fingers rubs, 
And cakes o' ice are seen upon the dubs ; 
At momin', when frae plough or fauld I come, 
I'll see a braw reek rising frae my lum, 
And aiblins think to get a rantin' bleezo, 
To fiey the frost awa, and toast my taea ; 
Sut when I shoot my nose in, ten to ane 
If I weelfar'dly see my ain hearthstane. 
She round the ingle wi' her gimmers sits, 
Crammin* tiieir gebbies wi' her nicest bits ; 
While die guidman, out-by, maun fill his crap 
f^rae the milk coggie or the parritch cap. 

WILLIE. 

Sandie ! if this were ony common plea, 

I should the lealest o' my counsel gie ; 

Hut mak or meddle betwixt.man and wife 

Is what I never did in a' my life. 

It's wearin' on now to the tail o' May, 

And just between the bear-seed and the hay ; 

As lang's an orramornin' can be spared, 

Stap your ways east the haugb, and tell the laird : 

For he's a man weel veised in a' the laws ; 

Kens baith their outs and ins, their cracks and flaws ; 

And aye right gleg, when things are out o' joints 

At settlin' o' a nice or kittle point. 

iJat yondei^s Jock ; he'll ca' your owsen hame, 

And. tak thir tidings to your thrawart dame, 

That ye're awa ae peacefu' meal to prie. 

And tak your supper, kail, or sow'ns, wi' me. 
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THE GHAISTS, 

A KIRK-TARD ECLOGUE. 

Did you not say, in good Anne's day, 
And vow, and did protest, sir, 

That when Hanover should come over. 
We surely should he blest, sir ?— 
An aidd sang made new again. 

WlicTC the braid planes in dowie murmurs wave 
Th«ix' ancient taps out-owre the cauld-clad grave, 
-VVhere Oeordie Girdwood, mony a lang spun day, 
KQukit f<» gentlea' banea the humblest clay, 



Twa sheeted ghaists,! sae nisly and e&e wan, 
'Mang lanely tombs their douff discourse be^tn. 

WATSON. 

Cauld blaws the nippin' north wi' angry sough. 
And showers his hailstanes frae the castle cleugh 
Owre the Greyfriars,^ where, at mirkest hour. 
Bogles and spectres wont to tak their tour, 
Harlin' the pows and shanks to hidden cairns, 
Amang the hemlocks wild and sun-burnt ferns ; 
But nane the night, save you and I, hae come 
Frae the drear mansions o' the midnight tomb. 
Now when the dawnin's near, when cock maun craw. 
And wi' his angry bougil gar's withdraw, 
Ayont the kirk we'll stap, and there tak bield. 
While the bbick hours our nightly freedom yield. 

HEBIOT. 

I'm weel content : but binna cassen down. 
Nor trow the cock will ca' ye hame owre soon ; 
For, though the eastern lift betokens day. 
Changing her rokelay black for mantle grey, 
Nae weirlike bird our knell of parting rings, 
Nor sheds the cauler moisture frae his wings. 
Nature has changed her course ; the birds o' day 
Dozin' in silence on the bending spray, 
While owlets round the craigs at noontide flee. 
And bluidy hawks sit singin' on the tree. 
Ah, Caledon ! the land I ance held dear, 
Sair mane mak I fof thy destruction near ; 
And thou, Edina ! ance my dear abode, 
When royal Jamie sway'd the sovereign rod. 
In thae blest days weel did I think b^tow'd 
To blaw thy poortith by wi' heaps o' gowd ; 
To mak thee sonsy seem wi' mony a gift, 
And gar thy stately turrets speel the lift. 
In vain did Danish Jones, wi' gimgrack pains. 
In Gothic sculpture fret the pliant stanes ^ 
In vain did he affix my statue here, 
Brawly to busk wi' flowers ilk coming year-^ 
My towers are sunk ; my lands are barren now ; 
My fame, my honour, like my flowers maun dow. 

WATSON. 

Sure, ^lajor Weir, or some sic warlock wight. 
Has flung beguilin' glamour owre your sight ; 
Or else some kittle cantrip thrown, I ween. 
Has bound in mirlygoes my ain twa een : 
If ever aught frae sense could be believed 
(And seenil hae my senses been deceived), 
This moment owre the tap o' Adam's tomb,^ 
Fu' easy can I see your chiefest dome. 
Nae corbie fleein' there, nor croupin craws. 
Seem to forspeak the ruin o' thy ha's ; 
But a' your towers in wonted order stand, 
Steeve as the rocks that hem our native land. 

HERIOT. 

Thinkna I vent my well-a-day in vain ; 

Kenn'd ye the cause, ye sure wad join my mane. 

Black be the day, that ere to England's ground 

Scotland was eikit by the Union's bond ! 

For mony a menzie of destructive ills 

The country now maun brook frae mortmain bills. 

That void our test'ments, and can freely gie 

Sic will and scoup to the ordain'd trustee. 

That he may tir our stateliest riggings bare. 

Nor acres, houses, wood, nor flashings spare, 

1 [The interlocutors are George Heriot and George Watson, the 
founders of two well-known institutions in Edinhuigh for the 
support and education of the sons of decayed citizens. These 
institutions, or hospitals, are closely adjacoit to the church> 
yard.] 

s [The Greyfriars churchyard, in Edinburgh.] 

s [Heriot's Hospital is said to have been designed by Inlgo 
Jones.] 

* [A oonspiouous mausoleum belonging to the family of William 
Adam of Maryborough, architect, father of the celebrated Robert 
and James Adam> builders of the Adelphi.] 
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Till he can lend the sioitenn* state a lift, 
Wi' gowd in goupins, as a grassum gift ; 
In lieu o' vhilk, we maun be weel content 
To tyne the capital for three per cent — 
A doughty sum, indeed, when now-a-days 
They raise provisions as the stents thev raise ; 
Yoke hard the poor, and let the rich duels be 
Pampered at ease by ithers' industry. 

Hale interest for my fund can scantly now 
Cleed a' my callants' backs, and stap their mou. 
How maun their wames wi' sairest hunger slack ; 
Their duds in targets flaff upon their back ; 
When they are doom'd to keep a lastin' lent, 
Starvin' for England's weel at three per cent! 

WATSON, 

Auld Reekie, then, may bless the gowden times^ 

When honesty and poortith baith are crimes. 

She little kenn'd, when you and I endow'd 

Our hospitals for back-gaun burghers' guid. 

That e'er our siller or our lands should bring 

A guid bien livin' to a back-gaun king ; 

Wha, thanks to ministry 1 is grown sae wise, 

He downa chew the bitter cud o' vice : 

For if frae Castlehill to Netherbow, 

Wad honest houses bawdyhouses grow. 

The crown wad never speir the price o' sin, 

Kor hinder younkers to the deil to rin ; 

But if some mortal grein for pious fame, 

And leave the poor man's prayer to sain his name, 

His gear maun a' be scatter'd by the claws 

C ruthless, ravenous, and harpy laws. 

Yet should I think, although ^e bill tak place, 

The council winna lack sae meikle grace 

As let our heritage at wanworth gang. 

Or the succeeding generations wrang 

O' braw bien maintenance, and wealth o' lear, 

Whilk else had drappit to their children's skair ; 

For mony a deep, and mony a rare engine 

Hae sprung frae Heriot's Wark, and sprung frae mine. 

HEBIOT. 

I find, my friend, that ye but little ken, 

There's e'en now on the earth a set o' men, 

Wha, if they get their private pouches lined, 

Giena a windle-strae for a' mankind. 

They'll sell their country, fiae their conscience bare. 

To gaur the weigh-bauk turn a single hair. 

The government need only bait the line 

Wi' uie prevailin' flie — ^the gowden coin ! 

Then our executors and wise trustees 

Will sell them fishes in forbidden seas : 

Upon their dwinin' country gim in sport ; 

Laugh in their sleeve, and get a place at court. 

WATSON. 

Ere that day come, I'll 'mang our spirits pick 
Some ghaist that trokes and conjures wi' auld Nick, 
To gar the wind wi' rougher rumbles blaw. 
And weightier thuds th^ ever mortal saw ; 
Fireflaught and hail, wi' tenfauld fury's fires, 
Shall lay yird-laigh Edina's airy spires : 
Tweed shall rin rowtin' down his banks out-owre, 
Till Scotland's out o' reach o' England's powei*, 
Upon the briny Borean jaws to float, 
And mourn in dowie soughs her dowle lot. 

HERIOT. 

Yonder's the tomb o' wise Mackenzie^ famed, 
Whase laws rebellious bigotry reclaim'd ; 
Free'd the hale land o' covenantin' fools, 
Wha erst hae fash'd us wi' unnumber'd dools. 
Till night we'll tak the swaird aboon our pow8| 
And then, whan she her ebon chariot rows. 
We'll travel to the vau't wi' stealin' stap. 
And wauk Mackenzie frae his quiet nap ; 
Tell him our ails, that he, wi' wonted skill, 
May fleg the schemers o' the mortmain bilL 

^ [Another conspicuous mausoleum in the Greyfriara church- 
yard—the burial-place of Bir George Mackenzie of Bosehaugh, 
king's advocate or public prosecutor VX th© peisectttiog WigOfi pf 
Charles IL and James n.] 



EPISTLE TO MR ROBERT FERGUSSON. 

Is Allan risen frae the dead, 
Wha aft has tuned the aiten reed, 
And by the Muses was decreed 

To grace the thistle ? 
Na — Fergusson's come in his stead, 

To blaw the whistle. 

In troth, my callant I I'm sae fain 
To read your sonsy, canty strain ; 
You write sic easy style, and plain. 

And words sae bonnie ; 
Nae southron loun dare you disdain, 

Or cry, ** Fye on ye 1" 

Whae'er has at Auld Reekie been, 
And king's birth-days' exploits hae seen, 
Maun own that ye hae gien a keen 

And true description ; 
Nor say, ye've at Parnassus been 

To form a fiction. 

Hale be your heart, ye canty chield ! 
May ye ne'er want a guid warm bield, 
And sic guid cakes as Scotland yield, 

And ilka dainty 
That grows or feeds upon her field. 

And whisky plenty ! 

But ye, perhaps, thirst mair for fame 
Than a' the guid things I can name ; 
And then, ye will be fair to blame 

My guid intention : 
For that ye needna gae frae hame. 

You've sic pretension. 

Sae saft and sweet your verses jingle. 
And your auld words sae meetly mingle, 
'Twill gar baith married fouk and single 

To roose your lays : 
When we forgather round the ingle, 

We'll chaunt your praise. 

When I again Auld Reekie see. 
And can forgather, lad, wi' thee. 
Then we, wi' meikle nurth and glee. 

Shall tak a gill. 
And o' your cauler oysters we 

Shall eat our fill. 

If sic a thing should you betide. 
To Berwick town to tak a ride, 
I'se tak ye up Tweed's bonnie side 

Before ye settle. 
And shaw you there the fisher's pride, 

A sa'mon kettle. 

There lads and lasses do conveen. 
To feast and dance upon the green ; 
And there sic bravery may be seen 

As will confound ye. 
And gar yon glower out baith your een 

At a' around ye. 

To see sae mony bosoms bare, 
And sic huge puddings i' their hair. 
And some o' tnem wi' naething mair 

Upon their tete ; 
Yea, some wi' mutches that might scare 

Craws frae their meat. 

I ne'er appeared before in print. 
But, for your sake, wad fain be in't. 
E'en that I might my wishes hint 

That you'd write mair ; 
For sore your head-piece is a mint 

Where wit's no rare. 

Sense fa' me, gif I hadna lure 

I could command ilk muse as surej 

Than hae a chariot at the door 

To wait upon me ; 
Though, poet-like, I'm but a poor 

Mid-Lothian Johnny. 

Berwick^ August 31, 1773, J, S, 
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ANSWER TO MR J. S.'S EPISTLE. 

I trow, my mettled Lothian laddie ! 
Auld-farran birkie I maun ca' thee ; 
For when in guid black print I saw thee, 

Wi' souple gab 
I skirled fa' loud, ^ .Oh, wae befa' thee 1 

But thou'rt a daub." 

Awa, ye wily fleetchin' fiUlow I 

The rose shall grow like gowan yellow^ 

Before I turn sae toom and shallow, 

And void o' fushion. 
As a' your buttered words to swallow 

In vain delusion. 

Ye mak my muse a dautit pet ; 
But gin she could like Allan's met, 
Or couthy cracks and hamely get 

Upon her carritch, 
Eithly wad I be in your debt 

A pint o' parritch. 

At times, when she may lowse her pack^ 
I'll grant that she can find a knack 
To gar auld-warld wordies clack 

In hamespun rhyme, 
While ilk ane at his billy's back 

Keeps guid Scots time. 

But she maun e'en be glad to jook, 
And play teet-bo frae nook to nook^ 
Or blush^ as gin she had the youk 

Upon her skin, 
When Ramsay or when Pennycuik 

Their lilts begin. 

At momin' ear'^ or late at e'enin', 
Gin ye sud hap to come and see ane. 
Nor niggard wife, nor g^eetin' wee ane, 

Within my cloyster. 
Can challenge you and me frae priein' 

A cauler oyster. 

Hech, lad ! it would be news indeed 
Were I to ride to bonnie Tweed, 
Wha ne'er laid gammon owre a steed 

Beyont Lysterrick ;^ 
And auld shanks-naig would tire, I dread, 

To pace to Berwick. 

You crack weel o* your lasses there : 
Their glancin' een, and brisket bare ; 
But, though this town be smeekit sair, 

I'll wad a farden, 
Than ours there's nane mair fat and fair, 

Gravin' your pardon. 

Gin heaven should gie the earth a drink, 

And afterhend a sunny blink ; 

Gin ye were here, I'm sure you'd tliink 

It worth your notice. 
To see them dubs and gutters jink 

Wi' kUtit coaties. 

And frae ilk comer o' the nation 

We've lasses eke o' recreation, 

Wha at close-mouB tak up. their station 

By ten o'clock :— 
The Lord deliver frae temptation 

A' honest fouk ! 

Thir queans are aye upon the catch 
For pursie, pocket-book, or watch, 
And can sae glib their leesins hatch, 

That you'll agree, 
Ye '*^""«- eithly meet their match 

'Tween you and me. 

For this guid sample o' your skill 
I'm restin' you a pint o' yill, 
By and attour a Highland gill 

O' aqua vii€B; 
The which to come and sock at will 

I here invite ye. 

> [Beetolrifff a Tillage near Edinburgh.] 



Though jillet folritmd scowl and quarrel. 
And keep me frae a bien beef barrel. 
As lang's I've twopence i' the warl' 

I'll aye be vokie 
To part a fadge or girdle farl 

Wi* Lothian Jockie. 

Fareweel, my cock ! lans may you thrive, 

Weel happit in a cozy hive ; 

And that your saul may never dive 

To Acheron, 
I'll wish, as lang's I can subscrive 

Rob. Feogusson. 
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TO MY AULD BREEKS. 

Now gae your wa's — ^though ance as guid 
As ever happit flesh and bluid, 
Yet part we maun. — The case sae hard is 
Amang the writers and the bardies, 
That lang they'll bruik the auld, I trow. 
Or neibours cry, " Weel bruik the new !" 
Still makin' tieht, wi' tither steek. 
The tither hole, the tither eik, 
To bang the bir o' winter's anger. 
And baud the hurdles out o' langer. 
Sidike some weary wight will fill 
His kyte wi' drogs frae doctoi^s bill, 
Thinkin' to tack the tither year 
To life, and look baith hale and fier, 
Till at the lang-run death dirks in. 
To birze his saul ayont his skin. 

You needna wag your duds o' clouts. 
Nor &' into your dorty pouts. 
To think that erst you ve hain'd my tail 
Frae wind and weet, frae snaw and hail. 
And for reward, when bald and hummil, 
Frae garret high to dree a tummil. 
For you I cared, as lang's ye dow'd 
Be Imed wi' siller or wi' gowd : 
Now to befriend it wad be folly. 
Your raggit hide and pouches holey ; 
For wha but kens a poet's placks 
Get mony weary flaws and cracks, 
And canna thole to hae them tint. 
As he sae seenil sees the mint ? 
Yet round the warld keek, and see 
That ithers fare as iU as thee ; 
For weel we loe the chield we think 
Can get us tick, or gie us drink. 
Till o' his purse we've seen the bottom, 
Then we despise, and hae forgot him. 

Yet gratefii' hearts, to mak amends, 
Will aye be sorry for their friends, 
And I for thee ; — as mony a time 
Wi' you I've speel'd the braes o' rhyme, 
Where, for the time, the muse ne'er cares 
For siller, or sic guilefu' wares, 
Wi' whilk we drumly grow, and crabbit. 
Dour, capemoited, thrawin'-gabbit ; 
And britiier, sister, friend, and fae, 
Without remeid of kindred, slay. 
You've seen me round the bickers reel 
Wi' heart as hale as temper'd steel, 
And face sae open, free, and blythe, 
Nor thought that sorrow there could kyth ; 
But the niest moment this was lost. 
Like gowan in December's frost. 

Could prick-the-louse but be sae handy 
As mak the breeks and claes to stand aye. 
Through thick and thin wi' you I'd dash on. 
Nor mind the folly o' the fashion : 
But, hech ! the times' vicissitudo 
Gars ither breeks decay, as you do. 
The macaronies, braw and windy. 
Maun fail — Sic transit gloria mundi ! 
Now, speed you to some madam's chaumer 
That butt and ben rings dule and clamour 
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Aak her, in kiidneu, if the seeks 

In hidliii naj'i to wear the breetu. 

Safe j'ou mny dwell, though mould uid moot}', 

BeDeatb tho veil a' under-coatie : 

For this, riairfttu't* nor yours can acrecn 

Friie lover'a qoicteat sense, his eon. 

Or if soniB iard, in lucky times. 
Should profit neikle by bis rhymes. 
And pace in-a, wi' smirliy face, 
tn siller or in eowden lace, 
Ulower in Iilb ^ee, like apectro gaonC, 
Remind him o' hia former want. 
To caw his daRin' and his pletuure. 
And Enr him live within the measure. 

So Philip, it is said, who would ring 
Ower Mnccdon B just and guid king. 
Fearing that power might plome his feather. 
And bid him s'jetch beyont the tether. 
Ilk morning to his Idf would ca' 
A tiny mrvanto' hisW, 
To tell him to improve his span. 
For Pliilip ivas, Jike him, a num. 



AL'LD REEKIE.1 
iirlnis manoiM of Ediulnirgli [n it* old ab 
l,v ocnalitedol onew twodenK]]' bulH mm 
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] all lii!n> fiutlifiilly ilfKrtbed-J 
Anld Raekiu I wale o' ilka town 
That Scotland lens beneath the moon ; 
Where coolliy ehiehla at e'enin' meet. 
Their biz^ln cniga and mous to weet ; 
And bljthely gsr anld care gae by 



Sao frisky on the simmer's green, 

When fiowLTS and gowsas wont to glent 

In bonnic btinki upon the bent; 

But now tlie leaves o' yallow dye, 

Peel'd frae the branches, quickly fly ; 

And now frae nonther bush nor brier 

The spreoklt'd navis greets your ear; 

Nor bonnie bladcbird akims and roves 

To seek hie love in yondergroveB. 

Then, Reekie, nelcome i Thon canst chsnn, 

Unfleggil by the year's alarm. 

Not Boreafl, thai aae sneliy blows. 

Dare here \iiip ia his angry nose ; 

TfaauhB to our dads, nhase biggin stands 

A sbeltir (o anmranding Ian£ I 
Now morn, wi' bonnie purple Bmilea 

Kiaaes the air-«ck o' Saunt Giles ; 
Rakin' their eeo, the servant lasses 
Early begiu tlioir lies and olasbes. 
Ilk tells her friend o' saddest distress 
That still she brliks frae scoulin' mistress; 
And wi' her joe, in turnpike stair. 
She'd rather sauf the strnkin' air. 
As be subjected to h^ tongue. 
When justly censured i' the wrong. 

On stair, wi' tub or pat in hand, 
The barefoot hocsemaids loe to stand, 
Tliat nntrin foukmay ken bow soell 
Anld Reekie will at inomin' smell: 
Then, wi' an inuidalion big as 
The bum that 'niftth the Nor" Loch bris is 
Thoy kindly aiiower Edina's rosea. 
To quicken and legale our nosea. 
Now some for this, wi' satire's leeah, 
Hae gien anld Edinbrough a creeah : 

The moriiia' sine.la that^oil our street 

' [A iMnFltar appellation for JMinliucgh, originating nn do 



Freijare and gently lead the way 
To simmer canty, braw, and gay. 
Edina's sons mair cithly share 
Her spices and her dainties rare. 
Than he that's never yet been cail'd 
AiT frae his plaidie or hia fauld. 

Now atairhead critics, senseless foola ! 
Censure their aim, and pride their rules. 
In Luekenbooths, wi' glowrin' eye. 
Their neibonr's anui'est fiiu'ts descry. 
If ony loun should dander there, 
0' awkward gait and foreign air. 
They trace his steps, till they can tell 
His pedigree as weel's himsel. 

When Phcebns blinks wi' warmer ray. 
And Bchoola at noon-day get tbe play, 
Then bua'neaa, weighty bus'ncss, comes; 
The trader glowers — he doubts, he hums. 
The lawyers eke to Cross repair. 



Now night, that's cunziad chief for fun. 
Is wi' her usual rites begun ; 
Through ilka gate the torches blaae, 
And globca send out their blinkin' rays. 
Tbe usefu' cadie plica in street, 
To bide the profits o' his feet ; 
For, by Ihir lads Auld Reekie's touk 
Ken but a sample o' the stuck 
O' thieves, that nightly wad oppress, 
And mak baith goods and gear the less. 
Near him tbe lazy chairman stands, 
And wotsna how to turn hia hands, 
TiQ Bome daft hirkie, nintin' fou. 

Has mattera aomewhere else to do ; 

The chairman willing giea his light 
To deeds o' darkness and o' night. 

It's never sixpence for a lift 
That gara thir lads wi' founess rift ; 
For they wi' bettor gear are paid, 
And whores and cnlis support their trade. 

Near some lamp-post, wi' dowie face, 
Wi heavy een and sour grimace. 
Stands she, that beauty Inng had fcenn'd— 
Whoredom her trade, and vice her end. 
But see where now she wins her bread 
By that which nature ne'er decreed. 
And viciouB dittiea aings to please 
Fell dissipation's votaries. 
Whene'er we reputation lose, 
Fair chastity's tranEpacent gloss ! 

Redemption, seenil fcena the name 

But a's bladi misery and shame. 

Frae joyous Uvom, reelin' druuk, 
Wi fiery phiz and een half sank. 
Behold the bruiser, fae to a* 
That in the reek o' gardies fa' ! 
Close by hia side, a feckless race 
O' macaronies show their face. 
And think they're free frae skaith or harm. 
While pith befriends their leader's arm. 
Yet fearfu' afton o' their maught. 
They quit the glory o" the faught 
To this same warrior, wha led 
Thae heroes to bright honour's bed ■ 
And aft lie hack o- honour ahines 
In bruiser'a face wi' broken lines. 
O' them sad tales ho tells anon. 
When ramble and when fighting's done ; 
And, hka Hectorian, ne'er imp&s 
The brag and glory o' his aairs. 

When feet in dirty gnttera pksh, 
And fouk to wale their fitstaps fash— 
At mght, the macaroni drunk. 
In poola and gutters afttimea annk : 
Hech I what a fright be now appeara, 
When he ha corpse dejected rears I 
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Look at that head, and thuik if there 

The pomet slaistePd up hia hair ! 

The cheeks obsenre ; — ^where now could shine 

The scancin' glories o* carmine? 

Ah> legs ! in vain the silk-worm there 

Display'd to view her eident care ; 

For stmk instead of perfumes grow^ 

And clarty odours fragrant flow. 

Now, some to porter, some to punch, 
Some to their wife, and some their wench, 
IRetire ; while noisy ten hours' drum 
Gars a' your trades gae danderin' hame. 
Now, mony a club, jocose and free, 
Gie a^ to merriment and glee ; 
Wi* sang and glass they iiey the power 
O' care, that wad harass the hour ; 
Por wine and Bacchus still bear down 
Our thrawart fortune's wildest frown : 
It maks you stark, and bauld, and brave. 
Even when descending to the grave. 

Now some, in Pandemoniunr s shade,' 
Besnme the gormandising trade ; 
Where eager looks, and glancin' een, 
Forspeak a heart and stamack keen. 
Ganff on, my lads ! it's lang sinsyne 
We kenn'd auld Epicurus' line ; 
Save you, the board wad cease to rise, 
Bedignt wi' daintiths to the skies ; 
And salamanders cease to swill 
The comforts o' a burning gill. 

But chief, oh Cape !' we crave thy aid. 
To get our cares and poortith laid. 
Sincerity and genius true, 
O* knights have ever been the due. 
Mirth, music, porter deepest dyed, 
Are never here to worth denied ; 
And health, o' happiness the queen, 
Blinks bonnie wi' her smile serene. 

Though joy maist part Auld Reekie owns 
Eftsoons she kens sad sorrow's frowns. 
What group is yon sae dismal, grim, 
Wi' horrid aspect, deedin' dim I 
Says Death, " They're mine — a dowie crew— 
To me they'll quickly pay their last adieu." 

How come mankind, when lacking woe, 
In saulie's face their hearts to show ;3 
As if they were a clock to tell 
That grief in them had rung her bell ? 
Then, what is man 1 — why a' this fraise ? 
Life's spunk decay'd, nae mair can blaze. 
Let sober grief alane declare 
Oar fond anxiety and care ; 
Nor let the undertakers be 
The only waefu' friends we see. 

Come on, my Muse ! and then rehear.'io 
The gloomiest theme in a' your verse. 
In mornings, when ane keeks about, 
Fa' blythe and free frae ail, nae doubt. 
He lippens no to be misled 
Amang the regions o' the dead ; 
But, straight, a painted corpse he sees, 
Lang streekit 'neath its canopies. 
Soon, soon will this his mirth control. 
And send damnation to his soul : 
Or when the dead deal (awfu' shape !) 
Maks frighted mankind gim and gape. 
Reflection then his reason sours — 
For the neist dead-deal may be ours. 
When Sibyl led the Trojan down 
To haggard Pluto's dreary town. 
Shapes waur nor thae, I freely ween, 
Could never meet the soger's een. 

If kail sae green, or herbs, delight, 
Edina's street attracts the sight :3 

I Pandemonium and the Cape were two social clubs. 

' ^The hired attendants at f uneralfi are called aaulies in Scot- 
land.] 

3 [The nigh Street between the Tron Chitfch and St GUes's was 
tlien a vegetable market.] 



Not Covent-Grarden, clad sae braw, 
Mair fouth o' herbs can eithly shaw ; 
For mony a yard is here sair sought. 
That kail and cabbage may be bought, 
And healthfu' salad to regale. 
When pamper'd wi' a heavy meal. 
Glower up the street in simmer mom. 
The birks sae green, and sweet-brier thorn. 
Wi' spraingit flowers that scent the gale, 
Ca' far awa the momin' smell, 
Wi' which our ladies' flower-pat's fiU'd, 
And every noxious vapour kill'd. 
Oh, Nature ! canty, blythe, and free. 
Where is there keeking-glass like thee ? 
Is there on earth that can compare 
Wi' Mary's shape and Mary's air. 
Save the empuipled speck, that grows 
In the saft fauld o' yonder rose? 
How bonnie seems the virgin breast, 
When by the lilies here caresst. 
And leaves the mind in doubt to tell. 
Which maist in sweets and hue excel. 

Gillespie's snuff^ should prime the nose 
O* her that to the market goes. 
If she wad like to shun the smells 
That float around frae market cells ; 
Where wames o' painches' saVry scent 
To nostrils gie great discontent. 
Now, wha in Albion could expect 
O' cleanliness sic great neglect? 
Nae Hottentot, that daily lairs 
'Mang tripe, and ither clarty waires. 
Hath ever yet conceived or seen, 
Beyond the Line, sic scenes unclean. 

On Sunday, here, an alter'd scene 
0' men and manners meets our een. 
Ane wad maist trow, some people chose 
To change their faces wi' their clo'es. 
And fain wad gar ilk neibour think 
They thirst for guidness as for drink ; 
But there's an unco dearth o' grace. 
That has nae mansion but the face. 
And never can obtain a part 
In benmost comer o' the heart. 
Why should religion mak us sad, 
If good frae virtue's to be had ! 
Na : rather gleef u' turn your face. 
Forsake hypocrisy, grimace ; 
And never nae it understood 
You fleg mankind frae being good. 

In afternoon, a' brawly buskit, 
The joes and lasses loe to frisk it. 
Some tak a great delight to place 
The modest bon-grace owre the face ; 
Though you may see, if so inclined. 
The turning o* the leg behind. 
Now, Comely-Garden and the Park 
Refresh them, after forenoon's wark : 
Newhaven, Leith, or Canonmills, 
Supply them in their Sunday's gills ; 
Where writers aften spend their pence. 
To stock their heads wi' drink and sense. 

While danderiu' cits delight to stray 
To Castlehill or public way. 
Where they nae other purpose mean. 
Than that fool cause o' being seen. 
Let me to Arthur's Seat pursue. 
Where bonnie pastures meet the view, 
And mony a wild-lorn scene accrues. 
Befitting Willie Shakspeare's muse. 
If Fancy there would join the thrang, 
The desert rocks and hills amang. 
To echoes we should lilt and play. 
And gie to mirth the live-lang day. 

Or should some canker'd biting shower 
The day and a' her sweets deflower, 

I [Two brothers CJillespie, who realised a largo fortune a£ tobac- 
conists in Edinbui^h.] 
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To Holyrood-honse let me stray, 
And gie to maBing a' the day ; 
Lamenting what anid Scotland knew^ 
Bien days for ever frae her view. 
O Hamilton, for shame ! the Muse 
Would pay to thee her couthy vows, 
Gin ye wad tent the humble strain. 
And gie's our dignity again ! 
For, oh, wae*s me I the thistle springs 
In domicil o* ancient kings, 
Without a patriot to regret 
Our palace and our ancient state. 

Blest place 1 where debtors daily run, 
To rid themsels frae jail and dun.^ 
Here, though sequestered frae the din 
That rings Auld Beekie's wa*s within ; 
Yet they may tread the sunny braes. 
And bruik Apollo's cheery rays : 
Glower frae St Anthon's grassy height, 
Ower vales in simmer cla^ bedight ; 
Nor ever hing their head, I ween^ 
Wi' jealous fear o' being seen. 
May I, whenever duns come nigh. 
And shake m^ garret wi' their cry. 
Scour here wi* haste, protection get, 
To screen mysel frae them and debt ; 
To breathe the bliss o' open sky, 
And Simon Eraser's bolts defy.^ 

Now gin a loun should hae his olaes 
In threadbare autumn o' their days, 
St Mary, broker's guardian saunt. 
Will satisfy ilk ail and want ^ 
For mony a hungry writer there 
Dives down at night, wi' deedin' bare, 
And quickly rises to the view 
A gentleman, perfite and new. 
Ye rich fouk I lookna wi' disdain 
Upon this ancient brokage lane. 
For naked poets are supplied 
Wi' what you to their wants denied. 

Peace to thy shade, thou wale o' men, 
Drummond 1^ relief to poortith's pain : 
To thee the greatest bliss we owe, 
And tribute's tear shall gratefu' flow : 
The sick are cured, the hungry fed. 
And dreams o' conofort tend their bed. 
As lang as Forth weets Lothian's shore, 
As lang's on Fife her billows roar, 
Sae lang shall ilk whase country's dear, 
To thy remembrance gie a tear. 
By thee, Auld Beekie thrave and grew 
Delightfu' to her ohilder's view ; 
Nae mair shall Glasgow striplings threap 
Their city's beauty and its shape, 
While our new city spreads around 
Her bonnie wings on fairy ground. 

But provosts now, that ne'er afford 
The sma'est dignity to lord. 
Ne'er care though every scheme gae wild 
That Drummond's sacred hand has cull'd. 
The spacious brig^ neglected lies, 
Though plagued wi' pamphlets, dunn'd wi' ci*ies ; 
They heed not, though destruction come 
^ To gulp us in her gaunting womb. 
Oh, shame ! that safety canna claim 
Protection from a provost's name ; 
But hidden danger lies behind. 
To torture and to fleg the mind. 

^ [The precincts of Holyrood Palace are a sanctuary for 
debtors.] 

^ The keeper of the Tolbooth. 

° [St Mary's Wynd is a mean street in Edinburgh, ezdosively 
occupied by dealers in old clothes.] 

* [George Drummond, a benevolent chief magistrate of Edin- 
burgh, who was chiefly instrumental in the establishment of an 
infirmary in his native city, and in the extension of the city oyer 
tlie grounds to the north.] 

^ In allusion to the state of the North Bridge sSiex its falL 



I may as weel bid Arthur^s Seat 
To Berwick Law mak gleg retreat. 
As think that either wUl or art 
Shall get the gate to win her heart : 
For politics are a' their mark, 
Bribes latent, and corruption dark. 
If they can eithly turn the pence^ 
Wi' city's good tney will dispense, 
Nor care though a* her sons were lair'd 
Ten &thom i' the auld kirkyard. 

To sing yet meikle does remain, 
Undeoent for a modest strain ; 
And since the poet's daily bread is 
The favour o' me Muse or ladies. 
He downa like to gie offence 
To delicacy's tender sense ; 
Therefore the stews renudn unsung, 
And bawds in silence drap their tcmgue, 

Reekie, fareweel I I ne er could part 
Wi' thee, but wi' a dowie heart : 
Aft frae the Fifan coast I've seen 
Thee towerin' on thy summit green ; 
So glower the saints when first is given 
A &vourite keek o' glore and heaven. 
On earth nae mair they bend their een, 
But quick assume angelic mien ; 
So I on Fife wad glower no more, 
But gallop to Bdina's shore. 

HAME CONTENT, 

ASATI&E. 

To all whom it may concern. 

Some fouk, like bees, fu' glegly rin 
To bykes bang'd fu' o' strife and din. 
And thieve and huddle, crum by crtmi. 
Till they hae scraped the dautit plum ; 
Then craw fell crousely o' their wark, 
Tell owre their turners, mark by mark, 
Yet darena think to lowse the pose. 
To aid their neighbours' ails and woes. 

If gowd can fetter thus the heart, 
And gar us act sae base a part. 
Shall man, a niggard, near-gaun elf! 
Rin to the tether's end for pelf; 
Learn ilka cunzied scoundrel's trick ; 
When a's done, sell his saul to Nick \ 
I trow they've coft the purchase dear. 
That gang sic lengths for warldly gear. 

Now, when the dog-day heats begin 
To birsle and to peel the skin, 
May I Ue streekit at my ease 
Beneath the cauler shady trees 
(Far frae the din o' borrows town), 
Where water plays the haughs bedown ; 
To jouk the simmer's rigour there, 
And breathe a while the cauler air, 
'Mang herds and honest cottar fouk, 
That till the farm and feed the flock i 
Careless o' mair, wha never fash 
To lade their kist wi' useless cash, 
But thank the gods for what they've sent 
O' health enough, and blythe content. 
And pith that helps them to stravaig 
Ower ilka cleugh and ilka craig ; 
XJnkenn'd to a' the weary granes 
That aft arise frae gentler banes. 
On easy chair that pamper'd lie, 
Wi' baneful viands gustit high, 
And turn and iauld their weary clay. 
To rax and gaunt the live-lang day. 

Ye sages tell, was man e'er made 
To dree this hatefu' sluggard trade ? 
Steekit frae nature's beauties a'. 
That daily on his presence ca' ; 
At hame to gim, and whinge, and pine 
For fav*rite dishes, fav'rite wine : 



lERGtJSSON'S POEMS. 



27 



Come, then, uhake aff thir ftlnggbh ties, 
And wi' the bird o' dawning rise ! 
On ilka bank the cloudu hae spread 
"Wi' blobs o' dew a pearly bed ; 
Frae faulds nae nuur the owsen rout, 
But to thefatt^ninff oloyer lout, 
"Whare they may leed at heart's content^ 
Unyokit frae their wlnter^a stent. 

Unyoke fhee, man, and binna swear 
To ding a hole in ill-hain'd gear I 
Oh think that eUd,' wi' wily fit, 
Is wearing nearer bit by bit I 
Gin yenee he claws yon wi' his paW| 
What's siller for I Fient bait ava ; 
But gowden playfair, that may please 
The second sharger till he dies. 

Some daft chiel reads, and taks adviee ; 
The chaise is yokit in a trice ; 
Awa drives he like huntit deil, 
And scarce tholes time to cool his wheel, 
Till he's. Lord kens how far awa' I 
At Italy or well o* Spa, 
Or to Montpelier's safter air ; 
For far-aff fowls hae feathers fair. 

There rest him weel 1 for eith can we 
Spare mony glaikit gowks like he ; 
They'll tell wnare Tiber's waters rise ; 
What sea receives the drumly prize, 
Th^t never wi' their feet hae met 
The marches o' their ain estate. 

The Amo and the Tiber lang 
Hae run fell clear in Roman sang ; 
But, save the reverence o' schooki 
They're baith but lifeless, dowie pools. 
Bought they compare wi' bonnie Tweed| 
As clear as ouy lammer-beadi 
Or are their shores mair sweet and gay 
Than Fortha's haughs or banks o* Tayl 
Tho' there the herds can jink tiie showers 
'Mang thriving vines and myrtle bowers, 
And blaw the reed to kittle strains, 
While echo's tongue commends their pains ; 
Like ours, they canna warm the heart 
Wi' ample san bewitching art. 
On Leader haughs and Yarrow braes. 
Arcadian herds wad tyne their lays, 
To hear the mair melodious sounds 
That live on our poetic grounds. 

Come, Fancy ! come, and let us tread 
The simmer's flow'ry velvet bed, 
And a' your springs delightful lowse 
On Tweeda's bank or Cowdenknowes. 
That taen wi' thy enchanting sang, 
Oar Scottish lads may round ye thrang, 
Sae pleas'd they'll never fash again 
To court you on Italian plain ; 
Soon will they guess ye only wear 
The ample garb o' nature here ; 
Mair oomely iar^ and fair to sight, 
When in her easy cleedin' dight, 
Than in disguise ye was before 
On Tiber's or on Amo's shore. 

O Bangour U now the hills and dales 
Nae mair gie back thy tender tales I 
The birks on Yarrow now deplore. 
Thy moumfu' muse has left the shore. 
Near what bright bum or crystal spring, 
Did you your winsome whistle hing? 
The muse shall there, wi' watery ee, 
Gie the dunk swaird a tear for uiee ; 
And Yarrow's genius, dowie dame I 
Shall there forget her bluid-etain'd stream^ 
On thy sad grave to seek repose. 
Who moum'd her fate, condoled her woes. 

1 Mx Hiamnton of Bangonr [author of the beautiful boUad * * The 
Draus of Yarrow."] 



MY LAST WILL 



While sober folks, in humble prose, 

EstatCj and goods, and gear dispose, 

A poet sure^ may disperse 

His moveables in dogg'ril verse ; 

And, fearing death my blood will fast chill, 

I hereby constitute my last Will. 

Then, wit ye me to have made o'er 
To Nature my poetic lore ; 
To her I give and grant the freedom 
Of paying to the b^ds who need 'em 
As many talents as she gave. 
When I became the Muse's slave. 

Thanks to the gods, who made me poor, 
No lukewarm friends molest my door. 
Who always show a busy care 
For being legatee or heir. 
Of this stamp none will ever follow 
The youth that's favour'd by Apollo. 

But to those few who know my case, 
Nor thought a poet's friend disgrace, 
The following Ixifles I bequeath, 
And leave them with my kindest breath ; 
Nor will I burden them with payment 
Of debts incurr'd, or coffin raiment. 
As yet 'twas never my intent 
To pass an Irish compliment. 

To Jamie Ilae,^ who oft, jocostu, 
With me partook of cheering doses, 
I leave my snuff-box, to regale 
His senses after drowsy meal, 
And wake remembrance of a friend 
Who loved him to his latter end : 
But if this pledge should make him sorry, 
And argue like memento mori. 
He may bequeath't 'mong stubborn fellows 
To all the finer feelings <mi11ous, 
Who think that parting breath's a sneeze 
To set sensations all at ease. 

To Oliphant,^ my friend, I legate 
Those scrolls poetic which he may get, 
With ample freedom to correct 
Those writs I ne'er could retrospect ; 
With power to him and his succession 
To print and sell a new impression : 
And here I fix on Ossian's head 
A domicil for Doric reed. 
With as much power €id musat bona 
As I in propria persona. 

To Hamilton 3 I give the task 
Outstanding debts to crave and ask ; 
And that my Muse he may not dub ill, 
For loading him with so much trouble, 
My debts I leave him singvIaHm, 
As thev are mostly desperatim. 

To thee, whose genius can provoke 
Thy passions to the bowl or sock ; 
For love to thee. Woods !* and the Nine, 
Be my immortal Shakspeare thine. 
Here may you through the alleys turn, 
Where Falstaff laughs, where heroes mourn, 
And boldly catch the glowing fire 
That dwells in raptures on ms lyre. 

Now, at my dirge (if dii^e tiiere be). 
Due to the Muse and poetry. 
Let Hutchison 5 attend ; for none is 
More fit to guide the ceremonies : 
As I, in health, with him would often 
This clay-built mansion wash and soften, 
So let my friends with him partake 
The gen roua wine at dirge or wake. 

1 Solicitor at law, and the poet's intimate friend. 

' Late bookseller in Edinburgh. 

B Solicitor at law, and the poet's intimate friend. 

* [An esteemed actor in Edinhurgh; and an intimate fi lend of 
the poet] 

• A tayem-keeper. 
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And I consent to rogistnttion 
Of thi£ my Will for pregerv&tiun. 
That patent it may lie, und seen. 
In Walter-al Weekly MaKazirip.' 
Witnen whereof, tliese presents vrote ai 
By WiUiam Blaii-, the public notar. 
And, for ihe tremor of ray hand, 
Are aiga'd by him at my commsud. 



C O D 1 C 1 1, 

Wiiereaa, fcy teat'meiit, dated blank, 
Enmll'd in Che poetic miik, 
'MidBt brighter (hemes tliat weekly come 
To make parade at Walter's drum, 
I there, foT certain weighty eaUMfl, 
Produced BOme kind beijueatliing clauses. 
And left to fHenda (as 'tis the custom 
With nothing till our death to triist 'em) 
Some tokens of a pure regard 
From one who lived and died a tard. 

If poverty has any crime iu 
Teaching mankind the art of rhyming. 
Then, by theee presents, know ull mortal^'. 
Who come within the Muses' portals. 
That I approve my will aforesaid. 
Bat think that something mi<;ht ie more sal 
And only now would humbly si^ii 
The liberty to add and eek 
To toat'ment which already made is. 
And duly registered, an said is. 

To Tulloch,* who, in kind compassion. 
Departed rrom the common fashion, 
And ftave to me, who never paidil. 
Two flasks of port upon my credit, 
I leavs the flasks, as full cif air 
As his of mddy moisture were ; 
NoE let him to complain begin — 
He'U get no more of cat than skin. 

To Waller Ruddiman, who3B pen 
Still BCreen'd me from the dunce's den, 
1 leave of phiz 



To hi 



L the freedom of 






■ A wlue merchant 



For prints and frontispieces bind do 

Our eyes to stationery window. 

As Buperfluitiea in clothes 

Set olT and sisnaliee the beaux. 

Not that I thmk in reader's eyei 

My visage will be deem'd a prize ; 

But works that others would outrival. 

At glaring copperplates ooonive all ; 

And prints do weU with him that led ia 

To shun the Bubetonce, hunt the shadows '■ 

For, if a picture, 'lis enough — 

A Newton, or a Jamie Duff.' 

Nor would I reeommend to Walter 

This scheme of copperplates to alter; 

Since others at the samen prices 

Propoee to give a dish that nice is, 

Folks will desert his ordinary, 

Unless, like theirs, his dishes vary. 

To Williamsan,^ and his resetters. 
Dispersing of the burial letters. 
That they may pass with httle eost 
Fleet on the wings of penny-post ; 
Always providing and declaring. 
That Peter shall be ever sparing 
To make, as use is, the demand 
For letters that may come to hand. 
To me addressed while toeum lenena 
Of earth and of corporeal penance ; 
Where, if he fail, it is ray will. 
His le^cy be void and null. 

Let honest Greenlaw^ be the staff 
On which I lean for epitaph. 
And that the Muses, at my end, 
May know I had a learned friend, 



What. 



of char 



)!■ chagrin, 



:, through humi 

The Btren^ of Ciceronian Latin. 
Reserving to myself the power 
To alter this at latest hour. 
Cum privikffio revocare, 
Wiibout assigning ratio guare: 
And I (as in the Will before did) 
Consent this deed shall be recorded 
In leiHmonium cujiu rei. 
These presents are delivered by 



POEMS 

PASTORAL I.— MORNmO. 



Aurora now her welcome visit pays ; 

Stem darkness flies before her cheerful tays; 

Cool circling breezes whiri along the sir, 

And early uiephcrds to the ticli^ repair: 

Lead we our ftocks, then, to the mountain's brow. 

Where junipers and thorny brambles grow; 

Where founts of wafer 'midst the daiaea spring 

And soaring larks and tuneful linnets sing ; 

Yoor pleasing song shall teach our flocks to stray. 

While sounding echoes smooth the sylvan lay. 

'Tis thine to sing the graces of the morn. 
The zephyr trembling o'er the ripening com ; 
'Tis thine with ease lo chaunt tho rural lay, 
While bubbling founUins to your numbers pUj-, 
No piping swain that Ireada the verdant field, 
'iut to your mueio and your vevse muit yield : 



[N ENGLISH. 



With mddy glow the gun adorns the land ; 
The pearly dew.dropa on the bushes stand ; 
The lowing oxen from the folds we hear ; 
And anowy flocks upon the hilla appear. 



How sweet the murmurs of the neighbouring rill ! 
Sweet are the alurabers which its floods distil, 
Throngh pebbly channels winding as they run. 
And brilliant sparkling to the rising sun. 

Behold Edina'a lofty turrets rise I 
Her structures fair adorn the eastern skies : 
As Pentland's cliffs o'ertop yon distant phun. 
So ahe the cities on our north domain. 
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The homely cottage, and the wither'd tree, 
With sweet content^ shall be preferr'd by me. 

DAMON. 

The hemlock dire shall please the heifer's taste. 
Our lands like wUd Arabia be waste. 
The bee forget to range for winter's food, 
£re I for^e the forest and the flood. 

ALEXIS. 

^'e bahny breezes ! wave the verdant field ; 
Clouds ! all your bounties, all your moisture yield 5 
That fruits and herbage may our farms adorn, 
And furrow'd ridges teem with loaded corn. 

DAMON. 

The year already hath propitious smiPd ; 
Gentle in spring-time, and in summer mild ; 
No cutting blasts have hurt my tender dams ; 
No hoary frosts destro/d my mfant lambs. 

ALEXIS. 

If Ceres crown with joy the bounteous year, 
A sacred altar to her shrme I'll rear ; 
A vigorous ram shall bleed, whose curling horns 
His woolly neck and hardy front adorns. 

DAMON. 

Teach me, oh Pan ! to tune the slender reed. 
No favourite ram shall at thine altars bleed ; 
Each breathing mom thy woodland verse I'll sing, 
And hollow dens shall with the numbers ring. 

ALEXIS. 

Apollo ! lend me thy celestial lyre. 
The woods in concert join at thy desire ; 
At mom, at noon, at night, I'll tune the lay. 
And bid fleet Echo bear the sound away. 

DAMON. 

Sweet are the breezes when cool eve returns, 
To lowing herds, when raging Sirius burns : 
Not half 80 sweetly winds the breeze along, 
As does the murmur of your pleasing song. 

ALEXIS. 

To hear your strains the cattle spurn their food, 
The feather'd songsters leave their tender brood ; 
Around your seat the silent lambs advance. 
And scrambling he-goats on the mountains dance. 

DAMON. 

But haste, Alexis, reach yon leafy shade. 
Which mantling ivy round the oaks hath made : 
There we'll retire, and list the warbling note 
That flows melodious from the blackbird's throat ; 
Your easy numbers shall his songs inspire. 
And every warbler join the general choir. 



PASTORAL II.— NOON. 

OORTDON, TIMANTHES. 
OOBTDON. 

The sun the summit of his orb hath gain'd ; 
No flecker'd clouds his azure path hath stain'd ; 
Our pregnant ewes around us cease to graze, 
Stting with the keenness of his sultry rays 5 
The weary bullock from the yoke is led. 
And youthful shepherds from the plains are fled 
To dusky shades, where scarce a glimmering ray 
Can dart its lustre through the leafy spray. 
Yon cooling rivulet where the waters gleam, 
Where springing flowers adorn the limpid stream^ 
Invites us where the drooping willow grows. 
To guide our flocks and t^e a cool repose. 

TIMANTHES. 

To thy advice a grateful ear I'll lend. 
The shades I'll court where slender osiers bend ; 
Our weanlings young shall crop the rising flower. 
While we retire to yonder twining bowery 



The woods shall echo back thy cheerful strains, 
Adnured by all our Caledonian swains. 

CORYDON. 

There have I oft with gentle Delia stray'd 
Amidst the embowering solitary shade, 
Before the gods to thwart my wishes strove. 
By blasting every pleasing glimpse of love : 
For Delia wanders o'er the Anglian plains. 
Where civil discord and sedition reigns. 
There Scotia's sons in odious h'ght appear. 
Though we for them have waved the hostile spear : 
For them my sire, enwrapp'd in curdled gore. 
Breathed his last moments on a foreign shore. 

TIMANTHES. 

Six lunar months, my friend, will soon expire. 
And she return to crown your fond desire. 
For her, oh rack not your desponding mind ! 
In Delia's breast a generous flame's confined, 
That bums for Corydon, whose piping lay 
Hath caused the tedious moments steal away ; 
Whose strains melodious moved the 'falling floods 
To whisper Delia to the rising woods. 
Oh ! if your sighs could aid the floating gales, 
That favourably swell their lofty sails. 
Ne'er should your sobs their rapid flight give o'er. 
Till Delia's presence graced our northern shore ! 

CORYDON. 

Though Delia greet my love, I sigh in vain, 
Such joy unbounded can I ne'er obtain. 
Her sire a thousand fleeces numbers o'er. 
And grassy hills increase his milky store ; 
While the weak fences of a scanty fold 
Will all my sheep and fattening lambkins hold. 

TIMANTHES. 

Ah, hapless youth ! although the early Muse 
Painted her semblance on thy youthful brows ; 
Though she with laurels twined thy temples round, 
And in thy ear distill'd the magic sound ; 
A cheerless poverty attends thy woes. 
Your song melodious unrewarded flows. 

CORYDON. 

Think not, Timanthes, that for wealth I pine. 
Though aU the Fates to make me poor combine : 
Tay, bounding o'er his banks with awful sway, 
Bore all my com and all my flocks away. 
Of Jove's dread precepts did I e'er complain ? 
E'er curse the rapid flood or dashing rain ! 
Even now I sigh not for my former store. 
But wish the gods had destined Delia poor. 

TIMANTHES. 

'Tis joy, my friend, to think I can repay 
The loss you bore by autumn's rigid sway. 
Yon fertile meadow where the daisies spring. 
Shall yearly pasture to your heifers bring : 
Your flock with mine shall on yon mountain feed, 
Cheer'd by the warbling of your tuneful reed : 
No more shall Delia's ever-fretful sire 
Against your hopes and ardent love conspire. 
Boused by her smiles, you'll tune the happy lay. 
While hills responsive waft your songs away. 

CORYDON. 

May plenteous crops your irksome labour crown, 
May hoodwink'd Fortune cease her envious frown ; 
May riches still increase with growing years. 
Your flocks be numerous as your silver hairs. 

TIMANTHES. 

But, lo ! the heat invites us at our ease 
To court the twining shades and cooling breeze ; 
Our languid joints we'll peaceably reclme, 
I And 'midst the flowers and opening blossoms dice. 



PERGUSSON'S POEMS. 



PASTOBAL III.— NIGHT. 

AUTNTAS, FLORELLtJS. 
AMTKTAS. 

While yet grey twilight does his empire hold, 
Drive all our heifers to the peaceful fold ; 
With sallied wing grim darkness soars along, 
And haka to nightingales resign the song ; 
The weary ploughman flies the waving fields, 
To taste what fare his humhle cottage yields ; 
As bees,-that daily through the meadows roam, 
Feed on the sweets they have prepared at home. 

FLORELLUS. 

The grassy meads that smiled serenely gay, 
Cheer'd hy the ever-hnming lamp of day. 
In dusky hue attired, are cramp'd with colds, 
And springing flowerets shut their crimson folds. 

AHTNTAS. 

What awful silence rei^ throughout the shade I 
The peaceful olive hends his drooping head ; 
No sound is heard o'er all the gloomy maze ; 
Wide o'er the deep the fiery meteors hlaze. 

FLORELLTJS. 

The west, yet tinged with sol's effulgent ray. 
With feehle light illumes our homeward way ; 
The glowing stars with keener lustre burn. 
While round the earth their glowing axles turn. 

AHTKTAS. 

What mighty power conducts the stars on high ? 
Who bids these comets through our system fly! 
Who wafts the lightning to the icy pole, 
And through our regions bids the thunders roll I 

FLORELLUS* 

But say, what mightier power from nought could raise 
The etjihy the sun, and all that fiery maze 
Of distant stars, that gild the azure sky. 
And through the void in settled orbits fly% 

AKTRTAS. 

That righteous power, before whose heavenly eye 
The stars are nothing, and the planets die ; 
Whose breath divine supports our mortal frame, 
Who made the lion wild and lambkin tame. 

FLORELLUS. 

At his oonunand the bounteous spring returns ; 
Hot summer, raging o'er the Atlantic, bums ; 
The yellow autumn crowns our sultry toil. 
And winter's snows prepare the cumbrous soil. 

AHTITEAS. 

By him the morning darts his purple ray ; 
To him the birds their early homage pay ; 
With vocal harmony the meadows ring. 
While swains in concert heavenly praises sing. 

FLORELLUS. 

Sway'd by his word, the nutrient dews descend, 
And growing pastures to the moisture bend ; 
The vernal blossoms sip his falling diowers, 
The meads are gamish'd with his opening flowers. 

AMTMTAS. 

For man, the object of his chiefest care. 
Fowls he hath form'd to wing the ambient air ; 
For him the steer his lusty neck doth bend. 
Fishes for him their scaly fins extend. 

FLORSLLira. 

Wide o'er the orient sky the moon appears, 
A foe to darkness and his idle fears ; 
Around her orb the stars in clusters shine, 
And distant planets 'tend her silver shrine. 

AMTNTAS. 

Hushed are the busy numbers of the day. 
On downy couch they sleep their hours away. 
HaU» balmy sle^, that soothes the troubled mind ! 
^lOek'd in thy arms our cares a refuge find. 



Oft do you tempt ns with delusive dreanM, 
When wildering fancv darts her dazzling beams: 
Asleep, the lover with his mistress strays 
Through lonely thickets and untrodden ways ; 
But when pale Cynthia's sable empire's fled, 
And hovering slumbers shun the morning bed. 
Roused by the dawn, he wakes with frequent sighj 
And all his flattering visions quickly fly. 

FLORELLUS. 

Now owls and bats infest the midnight scene, 
Dire snakes envenom'd twine along the green : 
Forsook by man the rivers mourning glide, 
And groaning echoes swell the noisy tide. 
Straight to our cottage let us bend our way. 
My drowsy powers confess sleep's ma^c sway. 
Eas^ and calm upon our couch we'll lie, 
While sweet reviving slumbers round our pillows fly. 
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THE COMPLAINT. 



A PASTORAL. 



Near the heart of a fair spreading grove, 

Whose foliage shaded the green, 
A shepherd, repining at love. 

In anguish was heard to complain :— « 

" Oh Cupid ! thou wanton young boy I 

Since, with thy invisible dart. 
Thou hast robb'd a fond youth of his joy, 

In return grant the wish of his heart. 

Send a shaft so severe from thy bow 
(His pining, his sighs to remove), 

That Stella, once wounded, may know 
How keen are the arrows of love. 

No swain once so happy as I, 

Nor tuned with more pleasure the reed ; 
My breast never vented a sigh, 

Till Stella approach'd the gay mead. 

With mirth, with contentment endow'd, 
My hours they flew wantonly by; 

I sought no repose in the wood^ 
Nor from my few sheep would I fly. 

Now my reed I have carelessly broke. 

Its melody pleases no more : 
I pay no regard to a flock 

That seldom hath wander'd before. 

Oh, Stella ! whose beauty so fair 
Excels the bright splendour of day. 

Ah ! have you no pity to share 
With Damon thus fall'n to decay? 

For you have I quitted the plain, 

Forsaken my sheep and my fold: 
For you in dull languor and pain 

My tedious moments are told. 

For you have my roses grown pale ; 

They have faded untimely away : 
And will not such beauty be^mil 

A shepherd thus fall'n to decay ! 
Since your eyes still requite me with scoro^ 

And kill with their merciless ray ; 
Like a star at the dawning of morn, 

I fall to their lustre a prey. 

Some swain who shall mournfully go 

To whisper love's sigh to the shade^ 
Will haply some charity show. 

And under the turf see me laid : 
Would my love but in pity appear 

On the spot where he moulds my eold gmveu 
And bedew the green sod with a tear, 

'Tis all the remembrance I crave." 

To the sward then his visage he turn'd ; 

'Twas wan as the lilies in May : 
Fair Stella may see him inum'd— « 

He hath sigh'd aH his sorrows away. 
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THE DECAY OF FRIENDSHIP. 

A PASTORAL ELECT. 

WTien Grold, man's sacred deity, did smile, 
My friends were plenty, and my sorrows few ; 

Mirth, love, and bumpers, did my hours beguile, 
And arrow'd Cupids round my slumbers flew. 

What shepherd then could boast more happy days! 

My lot was envied by each humbler swain ; 
Each bard in smooth eufogium sang my praise, 

And Damon listened to the guileful strain. 

Flattery I allurmg as the syren's lay. 
And as deceitful thy enchanting tongue. 

How have you taught my wavering mind to stray, 
Charm'd and attracted by the baneful song ! 

My pleasant cottage, shelter'd from the gale, 
Aroee^ with moss and rural ivv bound ; 

And scarce a floweret in my lowly vale 
But was with bees of various colours crown'd. 

Free o'er my lands the neighbouring flocks could roam ; 

How welcome were the swains and flocks to me I 
The shepherds kindly were invited home. 

To chase the hours in merriment and glee. 

To wake emotions in the youthful mind, 
Strephon, with voice melodious, tuned the song ; 

Each sylvan youth the sounding chorus join'd, 
Fraught with contentment 'midst the festive throng. 

My clustering grape compensed their magic skill ; 

The bowl capacious swell'd in purple tide, 
To shepherds, liberal as the crystal rill 

Spontaneous gurgling from the mountain's side. 

But, ah I these youthful sportive hours are fled ; 

TheBe scenes jf jocund mirth are now no more : 
No healing slumbers 'tend my humble bed. 

No friend? condole the sorrows of the poor. 

And what avail the thoughts of former joy I 
What comfort bring they in the adverse hour? 

Can they the canker-worm of care destroy, 
Or brighten fortune's discontented lour \ 

He who hath long traversed the fertile plain, 
Where nature m its fairest vesture smiled, 

WiU he not cheerless view the fairy scene, 
When lonely wandering o'er the barren wild { 

For now pale poverty, with haggard eye 
And rueful aspect, darts her gloomy ray ; 

]My wonted guests their profler'd aid deny, 
And from the paths of Damon steal away. 

Thus, when fair summer's lustre gilds the lawn. 
When ripening blossoms deck the spreading tree, 

The birds with melody salute the dawn, 
And o'er the daisy hangs the humming bee. 

But when the beauties of the circling year 
In chilling frosts and furious storms decay, 

No more the bees upon the plains appear. 
No more the warblers hail the in&nt day. 

To the lone comer of some distant shore, 

In dreary devious pilgrimage I'll fly. 
And wander penuve, where deceit no more 

Shall trace my footsteps with a mortal eye. 

There solitary saunter o'er the beach. 

And to the murmuring surge my griefs dLsclose ; 

There shall my voice in plaintive wsulings teach 
The hollow caverns to resound my woes. 

Sweet are the waters to the parched tongue ; 

Sweet are the blossoms to the wanton bee ; 
Sweet to the shepherd sounds the lark's shrUl song ; 

But sweeter far is solitude to me. 

Adieu, ye fields, where I have fondly stray'd! 

Ye swains, who once the favourite Damon knew I 
Fart^well, ye sharers of my bounty's aid I 

Ye sons of base ingratitude, adieu I 



AGAINST REPINING AT FORTUNE. 

Though in my narrow bounds of rural toil 

No obelisk or splendid column rise ; 
Though partial fortune still averts her smile, 

And views my labours with condemning eyes ', 
Yet all the gorgeous vanity of state 

I can contemplate with a cool disdain ; 
Nor shall the honours of the gay and great 

E'er wound my bosom with an envious pain. 

Avails it aught the grandeur of their halls. 
With all the glories of the pencil hung, 

If truth, fair truth ! within the unhallow'd walls 
Hath never whisper'd with her seraph tongue 1 

Avails it aught, if music's gentle lay 
Hath oft been echoed by the sounding dome, 

If music cannot soothe their griefs away, 
Or change a wretched to a happy home ! 

Though fortune should invest them with her spoils, 

And banish poverty with look severe — 
Enlarge their confines, and decrease their toils— 

Ah ! what avails, if she increase their care I 
Though fickle, she disclaim my moss-grown cot. 

Nature ! thou look'st with more impartial eyes : 
Smile thou, fair goddess ! on my sober lot ; 

I'll neither fear her fall nor court her rise. 

When early larks shall cease the matin song ; 

When PhUomel at night resigns her lays ; 
When melting numbers to the owl belongs 

Then shall the reed be sUent in thy praise. 
Can he who with the tide of fortune sails, 

More pleasure from the sweets of nature share ? 
Do zephyrs waft him more ambrosial gales, 

Or do his groves a gayer livery wear? 

To me the heavens unveil as pure a sky ; 

To me the flowers as rich a bloom disclose ; 
The morning beams as radiant to my eye ; 

And darkness guides me to as sweet repose. 
If luxury their lavish dainties piles. 

And still attends upon their fated hours, 
Doth health reward them with her open smiles, 

Or exercise enlarge their feeble powers ! 
'Tis not in richest mines of Indian gold. 

That man this jewel, happiness, can find, 
If his unfeeling breast, to virtue cold. 

Denies her entrance to his ruthless mind. 
Wealth, pomp, and honour, are but gaudy toys— 

Alas, how poor the pleasures they impart ! 
Virtue's the sacred source of all the joys 

That claim a lasting mansion in the heart. 
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CONSCIENCE. 

AN ELEGY. 

Leave her to heaven, 



And to the thorns that in her bosom lodge, 
To priok and sting her.— Srakspkare. 

No choiring warblers flutter in the sky ; 

Phoebus no longer holds his radiant sway ; 
While nature, with a melancholy eye, 

Bemoans the loss of his departed ray. 

Oh happy he, whose conscience knows no guile ! 

He to the sable night can bid farewell ; 
From cheerless objects close his eyee a while. 

Within the silken folds of sleep to dwell. 

Elysian dreams shall hover round his bed. 
His soul shall wing, on pleasing fancies borne. 

To shining vales where flowerets lift their head. 
Waked by the breathing zephyrs of the mom. 

But wretched he, whose foul reproachful deeds 
Can through an angry conscience wound his rest ; 

His eye too oft the balmy comfort needs, 
Though slumber seldom knows him as her guest. 
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To calm the Mgidg tumnlts of bis BOul, 
If wearied natore should an hour demand. 

Around bis bed the sheeted spectres howl ; 
Red with revenge the grinning furies stand. 

Nor state nor grandeur can his pain allay ; 

Where shall he find a requiem to his woes ! 
Power cannot chase the frightful gloom away, 

Nor music lull him to a kind repose. 

Where is the king that conscience fears to chide f 
Conscience, that candid judge of right and wrong, 

Will o'er the secrets of each heart preside, 

Nor awed by pomp, nor tamed by soothing song. 
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DAMON TO HIS FRIENDS. 

The billows of life are supprest ; 

Its tumults, its toils, disappear ; 
To relinquish the storms that are past, 

I think on the sunshine that's near. 

Dame Fortune and I are agreed ; 

Her frowns I no longer endure ; 
For the goddess has kindly decreed 

That Damon no more shall be poor. 

Now riches will ope the dim eyes. 
To view the Increase of my store ; 

And many my friendship wiU prize. 
Who never knew Damon before. 

But those I renounce and abjure 
Who carried contempt in their eye ; 

May poverty still be their dower. 
That could look on misfortune awry ! 

Ye powers that weak mortals govern, 
Keep pride at his bay from my mind ; 

Oh let me not haughtily learn 
To despise the few friends that were kind ! 

For theirs was a feeling sincere, 
'Twas free from delusion and art : 

Oh Jnay I that friendship revere, 
^d hold it yet dear to my heart ! 

By which was I ever forgot ? 

It was both my physician and cure. 
That still found the way to my cot, 

Although I was wretched and poor. 

'Twas balm to my canker-tooth'd care ; 

The wound of affliction it heal'd ; 
In distress it was pity's soft tear. 

And naked, cold poverty's shield. 

Attend, ye kind youth of the plain I 
Who oft with my sorrows condoled ; 

You cannot be deaf to the strain. 
Since Damon is master of gold. 

I have chose a sweet sylvan retreat, 
Bedeck'd with the beauties of spring ; 

Around, my flocks nibble and bleat, 
While the musical choristers sing. 

I force not the waters to stand 

In an artful canal at my door ; 
But a river, at nature's command. 

Meanders both limpid and pure. 

She's the goddess that darkens my bowers 

With tendrils of ivy and vine ; 
She tutors my shrubs and my flowers ; 

Her taste is the standard of mine. 

What a pleasing diversified group 
Of trees has she spread o'er my ground ! 

She has taught the grave larix to droop. 
And the birch to shed odours around. 

For whom has she perfumed my groves 2 - 
For whom has she duster'd my vine ? 

If friendship despise my alcoves, 
They'll ne'er be recesses of mine. 



He who tastes his grape juices by stealth, 
Without chosen companions to share, 

Is the basest of slaves to his wealth. 
And the pitiful minion of care. 

Ob come, and with Damon retire 

Amidst the green umbrage embower'd ! 

Your mirth and your songs to inspire, 
Shall the juice of the vintage be poured* 

Oh come, ^e dear friends of his youth t 
Of all his good fortune partake ; 

Nor think 'tis departing from truth, 
To say 'twas preserved for your sake. 



#0#IP»»#» #w»### #* 



RETIREMENT. 

Come, Inspiration ! frOm tfay^^mal bower, 
To thy celestial voice attune the lyre ; 

Smooth gliding strains in sweet profusion .Mur« 
And aid my numbers with seraphic firb. 

Under a lonely spreading oak I lay^ 
My head upon the daisied green reclined ; 

The evening sun beam'd forth his parting ray. 
The foliage bended to the hollow wind. 

There gentle sleep my acting powers supprest ; 

The city's distant hum was heard no more ; 
Yet fancy suffer'd not the mind to rest. 

Ever obedient to her wakeful power. 

She led me near a crystal fountain's noise. 
Where undulating waters sportive play ; 

Where a young comely swain, with pleasing voice, 
In tender accents sang his sylvan lay. 

^. Adieu, ye baneful pleasures of the town ! 

Farewell, ye giddy and unthinking throng ! 
Without regret your foibles I disown ; 

Themes more exalted claim the Muse's song. 

Your stony hearts no social feelings share ; 

Your souls of distant sorrows ne'er partake ; 
Ne'er do you listen to the needy prayer. 

Nor drop a tear for tender pity's sake. 

Welcome, ye fields, ye fountains, and ye groves ! 

Ye flowery meadows, and extensive plains ! 
Where soaring warblers pour their plaintive loves. 

Each landscape cheering with their vocal strains. 

Here rural beauty rears her pleasing shrine ; 

She on the margin of each streamlet glows ; 
Where, with the blooming hawtliorn, roses twine. 

And the fair lily of the valley grows. 

Here chastity may wander unassail'd 

Through fields where gay seducers cease to rove ^ 
Where open vice o'er virtue ne'er prevail'd. 

Where all is innocence and all is love. 

Peace with her olive wand triumphant reigns, 
Guarding secure the peasant's humble bed ; 

Envy is banish'd from the happy plains. 
And defamation's busy tongue is laid. 

Health and contentment usher in the mom ; 

With jocund smiles they cheer the rural swain ; 
For which the peer, to pompous titles bom. 

Forsaken sighs, but all his sighs are vain* 

For the calm comforts of an easy mind 

In yonder lonely cot delight to dwell. 
And leave the statesman for the labouring hind^ 

The regal palace for the lowly cell. 

Ye who to wisdom would devote your hours. 
And far from riot, far from discord stray ! 

Look back disdainful on the city's towers. 
Where pride, where folly, point the slippery way. 

Pure flows the limpid stream in crystal tides 
Thro' rocks, thro' dens, and ever verdant vales. 

Till to the town's unhallow'd wall it glides, 
Where all its purity and lustre fa&" 
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ODE TO HOPE. 



Hope \ lively cheerer of the mind^ 
In lieu of real bliss designed, 
Cktme from thy ever verdant* bower 
To chase the dull and lingering hour : 
Oh ! bring, attending on thy reign, 
All thy ideal fairy train, 
To animate the lifeless clay, 
And bear my sorrows hence away. 

Hence, gloomy-featured black despair, 

'With all thy frantie furies fly, 
Nor rend my breast with gnawing care, 

For Hope in lively garb is nigh. 

Let pining discontentment mourn ; 

Let dull-eyed melancholy grieve ; 
Since pleasine Hoge must reign by turn, 

And every bitter thought relieve. 

Oh apuHn^ Hope I in adverse hour 
I feel thy mfluencing power : 
Thougli frowning fortune fix my lot 
In some defenceless lonely cot. 
Where poverty, with empty hands, 
In pidlid meagre aspect stands, 
Thou canst enrobe me 'midst tiie great, 
With all the crimson pomp of state. 
Where luxury invites his guests 
To pall them wifJi his laviw feasts. 
What cave so dark, what gloom so drear. 
So black with horror, dead with fear. 
But tiiou canst dart thy sti'eaming ray, 
And change close night to open day! 

Health is attendant in thy radiant train ; 

Round her the whispering zephyrs gently play ; 
Behold her gladly tripping o'er the plain, 

Bedeck'd with rural sweets and garbuids gay ! 

When vital spirits are deprest, 
And heavy languor clogs the breast. 
With more than Esculapian power 
Endued, blest Hope ! 'tis thine to cure : 
For oft thy friendly aid avails. 
When all the strength of physic fails. 

N^y even though death should aim his dart, 

1 know he lifts his arm in vain. 
Since thou this lesson canst impart — 

Mankind but die to live again. 

Deprived of thee must banners fall : 

Bift where a living Hope is found. 
The legions shout at danger's call. 

And victors are triumphant crown'd. 

Come, then, bright Hope ! in smiles array'd. 
Revive us by thy quickening breath ; 

Then shall we never be afraid 
To walk through danger and through death* 
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THE RIVERS OF SCOTLAND. 

AN ODE. 

Set to Music by Mr Collet. 

O'er Scotia's parched land the Naiads flew. 

From towering hills explored her shelter'd vales. 

Caused Forth in wild meanders please the view, 
And lift her waters to the zephyr's gales. 

Where the glad swain surveys nis fertile fields. 
And reaps the plenty which his harvest yields. 

Here did these lovely nymphs unseen. 

Oft wander by the river's side, 
And oft unbind their tresses green. 

To bathe them in the fluid tide. 

« 

Then to the shady grottoes would retire, 
And sweetly echo to the warbling choir ; 



Or to the rushing wateM tune their ahells. 
To call up Echo from the woods. 
Or from the rocks or crystal floods, 

Or from surrounding banks, or hills, or dells. 

CHORUS. 

Or to the rushing waters, &c. 

When the cool fountains first their springs forsook, 
Murmuring smoothly to the azure mam. 

Exulting Neptune then his trident shook. 
And waved his waters gently to the plain. 

The friendly Tritons, on his chariot borne, 

With cheeks dilated blew the hollow-sounding horn. 

Now Lothian and Fifan shores, 
Resounding to the mermaid's song, 

Gladly emit weir limpid stores. 
And bid them smoothly sail along 

To Neptune's empire, and with him to roll 
Round the revolving sphere from pole to pole ; 

To guard Britannia from envious foes ; 

To view her angry vengeance hurl'd 

In awful thunder round the world. 
And trembling nations bending to her blows. 

CHORUS. 

To guard Britannia, &c. 

High towering on the zephyr's breezy wing. 
Swift fly the Naiads from Fortha's shores. 

And to the southern airy mountains bring 
Their sweet enchantment and their magic powers. 

Each nymph her favourite willow takes ; 
The earth with feverous tremor shakes ; 
The stagnant lakes obey their call ; 
Streams o'er the grassy pastures fall. 

Tweed spreads her waters to the lucid ray ; 
Upon the dimpled surf the sunbeams play. 

On her green banks the tuneful shepherd lies : 
Charm'd with the music of his reed. 
Amidst the wavings of the Tweed, 

From sky-reflecting streams the river-nymphs arise. 

CHORUS. 

On her green banks, &c. 

The listening Muses heard the shepherd play ; 

Fame with her brazen trump proclaim'd his name. 
And to attend the easy graceful lay, 

Pan from Arcadia to Tweeda came. 

Fond of the change, along the banks he stray'd, 
And sang, unmindful of the Arcadian shade. 

Air — Tweed-side, 

Attend, every fanciful swain. 
Whose notes softly flow from the reed ; 

With harmony guide the sweet strain, 
To sing of the beauties of Tweed : 

Where the music of woods and of streams 

In soothing sweet melody join. 
To enliven your pastoral themes. 

And make human numbers divine. 

Ye warblers from the vocal grove, 
The tender woodland strain approve. 
While Tweed in smoother cadence glides 
O'er flowery vales in gentle tides ; 
And as she rolls her silver waves along, 
Murmurs and sighs to quit the rural song. 
Scotia's great Grenius, in russet clad. 
From the cool sedgy b&nk exalts her head ; 
In jovful rapture she the change espies. 
Sees living streams descend and groves arise. 

AiTXr^Grilderoi/. 

As sable clouds at early day 

Oft dim the shining skies. 
So gloomy thoughts create dismay, 

4nd lustre leaves her eyes. 
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" Ye powers ! are Seotia's ample fields 

With 80 much beauty g^ced, 
To have those sweets your bounty yields 

By foreign foes defaced! 

Oh JoYO ! at whose supreme command 

The limpid fountains play, 
O'er Caledonia's northern Umd 

Let restless waters stray. 

Since from the void creation rose, 

Thou'st made a sacred vow. 
That Caledon to foreign foes 

Should ne'er be known to bow." 

The mighty Thunderer on his sapphire throne, 
In mercy's robes attired, heard the sweet Toice 
Of female woe — soft as the moving song 
Of Philomela 'midst the evening shades ; 
And thus returned an answer to her prayers : 

'< Where birks at Nature's call arise ; 
Where fragrance hails the vaulted skies ; 
Where my own oak its umbrage spreads, 
Delightful 'midst the woody shades j 
Where ivy mouldering rocks entwines ; 
Where breezes bend the lofty pines ; 
There shall the laughing Naiads stray, 
'Midst the sweet banks of winding Tay.'^ 

From the dark womb of earth Tay's waters spring, 
Ordain'd by Jove's unalterable voice ; 

The sounding lyre celestial muses string ; 
The choiring songsters in the grove rejoice. 

Each fount its crystal fluid pours. 

Which from surrounding mountains flow ; 

The river bathes its verdant shores ; 
Cool o'er the surf the breezes blow. 

Let England's sons extol their gardens fair ; 

Scotland may freely boast her generous streams : 
Their soil more fertile, and their milder air ; 

Her fishes sporting in the solar beams. 

Thames, Humber, Severn, all must yield the bay 
To the pure streams of Forth, of Tweed, and Tay. 

CHO&US. 

Thames, Humber, &c. 

Oh Scotia ! when such beauty claims 
A mansion near thy flowing streams. 
Ne'er shall stem Mars, in iron car, 
Drive his proud coursers to the war ; 
Bat fairy forms shall strew around 
Their olives on the peaceful ground ; 
And turtles join the warbling throng. 
To usher in the morning song ; 
Or shout in chorus all the livelong day, 
From the green banks of Forth, of Tweed, and Tay. 
When gentle Phoebe's friendly light 
In silver radiance clothes the nignt. 
Still music's ever-varying strains 
Shall tell the lovers Cynthia reigns ; 
And woo them to her midnight bowers, 
Among the fragrant dew-clstd flowers, 
Where every rock, and hill, and dale, 
With echoes greet the nightingale. 
Whose pleasing, soft, pathetic tongue. 
To kind condolence tunes the song ; 
And often wins the love-sick swain to stray, 
To hear the tender variegated lay. 
Through the dark woods of Forth, of Tweed, and Tay. 

Hail, native streams, and native groves ! 
Oozy caverns, green alcoves I 
Ketreats for Cytherea's reign, 
With all the graces in her train. 
Hail, Fancy ! thou whose ray so bright 
Dispels the glimmering taper's light ! 
Come in atrial vesture blue. 
Ever pleasing, ever new ; 
In these recesses deign to dwell 
With me in yonder moss-dad cell : 

Then shall my reed successful tune the Iay> 

lu numbers wildly warblingas they stray 

Through' the gUtd bank? of Forth, of Tweed, and Tay. 



THE TOWN AND COUNTRY CONTRASTED. 

IN AN EPISILE TO A FBIEND. 

From noisy bustle^ from contention free, 
Far from the busy town I careless loll ; 
Not like swain Tityms, or the bards of old, 
Under a beechen, venerable shade, 
But on a furzy heath, where blooming broom 
And thorny whins the spacious^ plains adoni. 
Here health sits smiling on my youthful brow : 
For ere the sun beams forth his earliest ray, 
And all the east with yellow radiance orowos ; 
Ere dame Aurora, from her purple bed, 
'Gins with her kindling blush to paint the sky ; 
The soaring lark, mom's cheerful harbinger, 
And linnet joyful, fluttering from the bush, 
Stretch their small throats in vocal melody, 
To hail the dawn, and drowsy sleep exhale 
From man, frail man I on downy softness stretch'X 

Such pleasine scenes Edina cannot boast \ 
For there the uothful slumber seal'd mine eyes, 
Till nine successive strokes the clock had knell'd. 
There, not the lark, but fish-wives' noisy screams, 
And inundations plunged from ten house height, 
With smell mpre fragrant than the spicy groves 
Of Indus fraught with all her orient stores. 
Roused me from sleep— not sweet refreshing sleep, 
But sleep infested with the burning sting 
Of bug infernal, who the live-long night 
With direst suction sipp'd my liquid gore. 
There, gloom v vapours in our zenith reign'd, 
And fill d with irksome pestilence the air. 
There, lingering sickness held his feeble oottrt^ 
Rejoicing in ^he havoc he had made ; 
And death, grim death I with all his ghastly train, 
Watch'd the broke slumbers of Edlna's sons. 

Hail, rosy health ! thou pleasing antidote 
'Gainst troubling cares I — all hail, these rural fields, 
Those winding rivulets and verdant shades. 
Where thou, the heaven-bom goddess, deign'st to dwell ! 
With thee the hind, upon his simple fare. 
Lives cheerful, and from Heaven no more demands. 
But ah I how vast, how terrible the change 
With him who night by night in sickness pines ! 
Him, nor his splendid equipage can please, 
Nor all the pageantry the world can boast ; 
Nay, not the consolation of his friends 
Can aught avail ; his hours are anguish all ; 
Nov cease till envious death hath closed the scene. 

But, Carlos, if we court this maid celestial ; 
Whether we through meandering rivers stray^ 
Or midst the city's jarring noise remain. 
Let temperance, health's blythe concomitant^ 
To our desires and appetites set bounds. 
Else, cloy'd at last, we surfeit every joy ; 
Our slacken'd nerves reject their wonted spring ; 
We reap the fruits of our unkindly lusts, 
And feebly totter to the silent grave. 
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ODE TO PITY. 



To what sequestered gloomy i^hade 
Hath ever gentle Pity stray'd ! 
What brook is water'd from her eyes ! 
What gales convey her tender sighs ! 
Unworthy of her grateful lay, 
She hath despised the great, the gay ; 
Nay, all the feelings she imparts 
Are far estranged from human hearts. 
Ah, Pity ! whither would'st thou fly 
From human heart, from human eye I 
Are desert woods and twilight groves. 
The scenes the sobbing pilgrim loves I 
If there thou dwell'st, oh Pity 1 say. 
In what lone path you pensive stray. 
I'll know thee by the lily's hue, 
Besprinkled with the morning's dew ; 
For thou wilt never blush to wear 
The pallid look and falling tear. 
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la broken cadence from thy tongue, 
Oft have we heard the mournfol Bong ; 
Oft have we vieVd the loaded bier 
Bedew'd with Pity's softest tear. 
Her eiffhs and tears were ne'er denied. 
When mnocence and yirtue died. 
But in this black and iron age, 
Where vice and all his demons rage, 
Though bells in solemn peals are rang. 
Though dirge in mournful verse is sung, 
Soon will the vain parade be o'er. 
Their name, their memory, be no more, 
Who love and innocence despised, 
And every virtue sacrificed. 
Here pity, as a statue dumb, 
Will pay no tribute to the tomb ; 
Or wake the memory of those 
Who never felt for others' woes. 

Thou mistress of the feeling heart ! 
Thy powers of sympathy impart : 
If mortals would but fondly prize 
Thy falling tears, thy passing sighs, 
Then should wan poverty no more 
Walk feebly from the rich man's door ; 
Humility should vanquish pride. 
And vice be drove from virtue's side : 
Then happiness at length should reign ; 
The golden age begin again. 
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ON THE COLD MONTH OF APRIL, 1771. 

Oh I who can hold a fire in his hand 
By thinking on the fh»ty Caucasus ? 
Or doj the hungry edge of appetite 
By hare imagination of a feast ? 
Or wallow naked in Decemher's snow. 
By <hfav<wg on fontastio summer's heat ? 
Shaksptare't Ridkard JI. 

Poets in vain have hail'd the opening spring. 
In tender accents woo'd the blooming maid ; 

In vain have taught the April birds to wing 

Their flight through fields in verdant hue array'd. 

The Mase, in every season taught to sing. 
Amidst the desert snows, by fancy's powers, 

Can elevated soar, on placid wing, 

To climes where spring her kindest influence showers. 

April, once famous for the zephyr mild ; 

For sweets that early in the garden grow ; 
Say, how converted to this cheerless wild. 

Rushing with torrents of dissolving snow 3 

Nursed by the moisture of a gentle shower. 
Thy foliage oft hath sounded to the breeze ; 

Oft did thy choristers melodious pour 

Their melting numbers through the shady trees. 

Fair have I seen thy mom in smiles arrayM, 
With crimson blush bepaint the eastern sky ; 

But now th^ dawn creeps mournful o'er the glade. 
Shrouded in colours of a sable dye. ' 

So have I seen the fair, with laughing eye. 
And visage cheerful as the smiling moi'n. 

Alternate changing for the heaving sigh. 
Or frowning aspect of contemptuous scorn. 

Life ! what art thou 9 — ^a variegated scene 
Of mingled light and shade, of joy and woe ; 

A sea where calms and storms promiscuous reign ; 
A* stream where sweet and bitter jointly flow. 

IVInte are the plains ; the shepherd pipes no more ; 

The reed's forsaken, and the tender flock ; 
While echo, listening to the tempest's roar. 

In silence wanders o'er the beetling rock. 

Winter, too potent for the sohir ray, 

Bestrides the blast, ascends his icy throne, 

And views Britannia^ subject to his sway, 
Floating emergent on the frigid zone. 



Thou savage tyrant of the fretful sky ! 

Wilt thou for ever in our zenith reign % 
To Greenland's seas, congeal'd in chillness fly, 

Where howling monsters tread the bleak domain. 

Relent, oh Boreas ! leave thj frozen cell ; 

Resign to spring her portion of the year ; 
Let west windb temperate wave the flowing gale. 

And hills, and vales, and woodsj a vernal aspect wear. 



•WMlMMWIMMlMlM* 



THE SIMILE. 



At noontide, as Colin and Sylvia lay 

Within a cool jessamine bower, 
A butterfly, waked by the heat of the day. 

Was sipping the juice of each flower. 

Near the shade of this covert, a young shepherd boy 

The gaudy brisk flatterer spies. 
Who held it as pastime to seek and destroy 

Each beautiful insect that flies. 

From the lily he hunted this fly to the rose. 

From the rose to the lily again ; 
Till, weaxy with tracing its motions, he chose 

To leave the pursuit with disdain. 

Then Colin to Sylvia smilingly said, 

*^ Amyntor has followed you long ; 
From him, like the butterfly, still have you fled. 

Though woo'd by his musical tongue. 

Beware in persisting to start from his arms. 

But with his fond wishes comply ; 
Come, take my advice ; or he's pall'd with yoor ofaarms. 

Like the youth and the beautiful fly." 

Says Sylvia — ^** Colin, thy simile's just. 

But still to Amyntor I'm coy ; 
For I vow she's a simpleton blind that would trust 

A swain, when he courts to destroy." 
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THE BUGS. 



Thou source of song sublime ! thou chiefest Muse ! 
Whose sacred fountain of immortal fame 
Bedew'd the flowerets cuU'd for Homer's brow. 
When he on Grecian plains the battles sang 
Of frogs and mice — do thou through fancy's maze 
Of sportive pastime, lead a lowly Muse 
Her rites to join, while, with a faltering voice. 
She sings of reptiles yet in song unknown. 

Nor you, ye bards ! who oft have struck the lyre. 
And tuned it to the movement of the spheres^ 
In harmony divine, reproach the lays. 
Which, though they wind not through the starry host 
Of bright creation, or on earth delight 
To hunt the murmuring cadence of the floods 
Through scenes where nature, with a hand profuse, 
Hath lavish strew'd her gems of precious dye ; 
Yet, in the small exbtence of a gnat, 
Or tiny bug, doth she, with equal skill. 
If not transcending, stamp her wonders there. 
Only disclosed to microscopic eye. 

Of old the Dryads near*£dina's walls 
Their mansions rear'd, and groves unnnmber'd rose 
Of branching oak, spread b^h, and lofty pine ; 
Under whose shade, to shun the noontide blaze. 
Did Pan resort, with all his rural train 
Of shepherds and of nymphs. The Dryads, pleased. 
Would hail their sports, and summon echo's voice 
To send her greetings through the waving woods. 
But the rude axe, long brandish'd by the hand 
Of daring innovation, shaved the lawns ;l 

^ [There is a tradition in Edinburgh that one of the Sling 
Jameses, in order to clear the forest, which in his time encum- 
bered the ground to the south of Edinburgh, and which proved a 
retreat for banditti, gave the citizens permission to extend their 
houses seven feet forward into the street by means of wooden 
balocmies, using the timber of that forest as the matoriaL Of 
this tradition or fact, Fergusson here yei^ neatly takes adyan« 
tag«0 
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Then not a thicket or a oopee remainM 
To sigh in concert with the breeze of eye. 

Edina'a mansions with lignarian art 
Were piled and fronted. Like an ark she seem'd 
To lie on mountain's top, with shapes replete, 
Clean and unclean, that daily wander o'er 
Her streets,- that once were spacious, once were gay. 
To Jove the Dryads pray'd, nor pray'd in vain, 
For vengeance on her sons. At midnight drear 
Black showers descend, and teeming myriads rise 
Of bugs abhorrent, who by instinct steal 
Through the putrescent and corrosive pores 
Of sapless trees, that late in forest stood 
With all the majesty of summer crown'd. 

By Jove's command dispersed, they wander wide 
O'er all the city. Some their cells prepare 
'Mid the rich trappings and the gay attire 
Of state luxuriant, and are fond to press 
The waving canopy's depending folds ; 
While others, destined to an humbler fate. 
Seek shelter in the dwellings of the poor. 
Plying their nightly suction to the bed 
Of toU'd mechanic, who, with folded arms. 
Enjoys the comforts of a sleep so sound. 
That not the alarming sting of glutting bug 
To murderous deed can rouse his brawny arm 
Upon the blood«fiwoln fiend, who basely steals 
Life's genial current from his throbbing veins. 

Happy were grandeur could she triumph here. 
And banish from her halls each misery. 
Which she must brook in conmion with the poor 
Who beg subsistence from her sparing hands. 
Then mi^ht the rich, to fell disease unknown, 
Indulge m fond excess, nor ever feel 
The slowly creeping hours of restless night, 
When shook witii guilty horrors. But the wind 
Whose fretful gusts of anger shake the world. 
Bears more destructive on the aspiring roofs . 

Of dome and palace, than on cottage low. 
That meets ^olus with his gentler breath. 
When safely sheltered in the peaceful vale. 

Is there a being breathes, howe'er so vile. 
Too pitiful for envyi — she, with venom'd tooth 
And grinning madness, frowns upon the bliss 
Of every species ; from the human form 
That spurns the earth, and bends his mental eye 
Through the profundity of space unknown, 
Down to the crawling bug's detested race. 

Thus the lover pines, that reptile rude 
Should 'mid the lilies of fair Chloe's breast 
Implant the deep carnation, and enjoy 
Those sweets which angel modesty hath veil'd 
From eyes profane. Yet murmur not, ye few 
Who gladly would be bugs for Chloe's sake ! 
For soon, alas ! the fluctuating gales 
Of earthly joy invert the happy scene. 
The breath of spring may, with her balmy power. 
And warmth diffusing, give to nature's face 
Her brightest colours ; but how short the space. 
Till angry Eurus, from his petrid cave. 
Deform the year, and all these sweets annoy ! 

Even so befalls it to this creeping race. 
This envied commonwealth. For they a while 
On Chloe's bosom, alabaster fair. 
May steal ambrosial bliss ; or may regale 
On the rich viands of luxurious blood, 
Deliehted and sufficed. But mark the end : 
Lo ! Whitsuntide appears with gloomy train 
Of grpwine desolation. First upholsterer rude 
Removes the waving drapery, Tmere for years 
A tRrivine colony of old and young 
Had hid their numbers from the prj'ing day. 
Anon they fall, and gladly would retire 
To safer ambush ; but his ruthless foot. 
Ah, cruel pressure I cracks their vital springs, 
And with their deep-dyed scarlet smears the floor. 

Sweet powers 1 has pity in the female breast 
No tender residence, no loved abode, 
To urge from murderous deed the avenging han^ 



Of angry hooaemaid t Sh«*ll haT« blood fbr blood ; 
For, lo ! the boiling streams from coppotr tube, 
Hot as her rage, sweep myriads to death. 
Their cansasses are destined to the um 
Of some chaste Naiad, that sives birth to fioods, 
Whose fragrant virtues hail Edxna, fkmed 
For yellow limpid — whose chaste name the Mua 
Deems too exalted to retail in song. 

Ah me ! No longer they at midnight ahado, 
With baneful sting, shall seek the downy couch 
Of slumbering mortals. Nor shall love-sick 8v«io, 
When, by the bubbling brook, in &iry dresn), 
His nymph, but half reluctant to his wbh^ 
Is gently folded in his eager arms, 
E'er curse the shaft envenom'd tluit disturbs 
His long-loved fSuicies. Nor shall hungry bard^ 
Whose strong imagination whetted keen^ 
Conveys him to the feast, be tantalised 
With poisonous tortures, when the cup, brimful 
Of purple vintage, gives him greater jov 
Than all the Heliconian streams that play 
And murmur round Parnassus. Now the wretdt 
Oft doom'd to restless days and sleepless nigbtSi 
By bugbear conscience thraU'd, enjoys an hour 
Of unmsturb'd repose. The miser, too. 
May brook his golden dreams, nor wake with fear 
That thieves or kindred (for no soul he'll trual) 
Have broke upon his chest, and strive to stesl 
The shining idols of his useless hours. 

Happy the bug, whose unambitious views 
To gilded pomp ne'er tempt him to aspire ! 
Safely may he, enwrapt in russet fold 
Of cobweb'd curtain, set at bay the fears 
That still attendant are on bugs of state. 
He never knows at mom the busy brush 
Of scrubbing chambermaid. His coursing blood 
Is ne'er obstructed with obnoxious dose 
By Oliphant prepared ; too poisonous drug ! 
As fatal to this hated crawling tribe 
As ball and powder to the sons of war. 
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A SATURDAY'S EXPEDITION. 



IN MOCK HEROICS. 



At that sweet period of revolving time 
When Phcebus lingers not in Thetis' lap ; 
When twinkling stars their feeble influence shed, 
And scarcely gUmmer through the ethereal vault, 
Till sol again his near approach proclaims, 
With ray purpureal, and the blushing form 
Of fair Aurora, goddess of the dawn, 
Leading the winged coursers to the pole 
Of Phoebus' car. ^Twas in that season fair, 
When jocund summer did the meads array 
In Flora's ripening bloom, that we prepared 
To break the bond of business, and to roam 
Far from Edina's jarring noise a while. 

Fair smiled the wakening mom on our design ; 
And we, with joy elate, our march began 
For Leith's fair port, where oft Edina's sons 
The week conclude, and in carousal quaff 
Port, punch, rum, brandy, and Geneva strong, 
Liquors too nervous for the feeble purse. 
With all convenient speed we there arrived : 
Nor had we time to touch at house or hall, 
Till from the boat a hollow thundering voice 
Bellow'd vociferous, and our ears assail'd 
With" Ho! Kinghom, ho! come straight aboard." 
We fail'd not to obey the stern command^ 
Utter'd with voice as dreadful as the roar 
Of Polyphemus, 'mid rebounding rocks, 
When overcome by sage Ulysses' wiles. 
" Hoist up your sails !" the angry skipper crioa, 
While fore and aft the busy sailors run, 
And loose th' entangled cordage. O'er the deep 
Zephyrus blows, and hugs our lofty sails. 
Which, in obedience to the powerful breeze. 
Swell o'er the foaming main, and kiss the wave.. 
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Now o^er the convejc surface of the flood 
precipitate we fly. Our foaming prow 
Dirides the aaline stream. On either ude 
Uidges of yesty surge dilate apace ; 
But from the poop the waters gentiy flow. 
And undulation for the time decays, 
In eddies smoothly floating o'er the main. 

Hore let the Muse in doleful numbers sing 
The woeful fate of those whose cruel stars 
Have doom'd them subject to the languid powers 
Of watery sickness. Though with stonuich full 
Of juicy beef« of mutton in its prime. 
Or all the dainties luxury can boast, 
They brave the elements— yet the rocking bark. 
Truly regardless of their precious food, 
Converts their visage to the ghastly pale. 
And makes the sea partaker of the sweets 
Oo which they sumptuous fiired. And this the cause 
Why those of Scotia's sons, whose wealthy store 
Hath blest them with a splendid coach and six, 
Kather incline to linger on the way, 
And cross the river Forth by Stirling bridge. 
Than be subjected to the ocean's swell. 
To dangerous ferries, and to sickness dire. 

And now at eq[ual distance shows -the land; — 
Gladly the tars the joyful task pursue 
Of gathering in the freight. Debates arise 
From counterfeited halfpence. In the hold 
The seamen scrutinise, and eager peep 
Through every comer where their watchful eye 
Suspects a lurking-place or dark retreat. 
To hide the timid corpse of some poor soul 
Whose scanty purse can scarce one groat afibrd. 

At length we, cheerful, land on Fufan shore. 
Where sickness vanishes, and all the ills 
Attendant oA the passage of Kinghorn. 
Our pallid cheeks resume their rosy hue. 
And empty stomachs keenly crave supply. 
With eager step we reach'd the friendly inn ; 
Nor did we think of beatmg our retreat 
Till every gnawing appetite was quell'd. 

Eastward along the Fifan coast we stray : 
And here th' unwearied eye may fondly gaze 
0*er all the tufted groves and pointed spires 
with which the pleasant banks of Forth are crown'd. 
Sweet navigable stream ! where commerce reigns, 
Where peace and jocund plenty smile serene. 
On thy green banks sits hberty enthroned : 
But not that shadow which the English youth 
So eagerly pursue ; but freedom bought. 
When Caledonia's triumphant sword 
Taught the proud sons of Anglia to bemoan 
Their fate at Bannockburn, where thousands came.— 
Never to tread their native soil again. 

Far in a rugged den, where Nature's hand 
Had careless strew'd the rocks, a dreadful cave, 
Whose concave ceiling echoed to the floods 
Their hollow murmurs on the trembling shore, 
Demanded our approach. The yawning porch 
Its massy sides disclosed, and o'er the top 
The ivy tendrils twined the uncultured fern. 
Fearfm, we pry into the dreary vault. 
Hoary with age, and breathing noxious damps. 
Here screeching owls may unmolested dwell 
la solitary gloom ; — ^for few there are 
Whose inclmation leads them to review 
A cell where putrid smells infectious reign.^ 

Then, turning westward, we our course pursue 
Along the course of Fortha's briny flood. 
Till we o'ertake the gradual rising dale 
Where fair Burntisland rears her reverend dome : 
And here the vulgar sign-post, painted o'er 
With imitations vile of man and horse. 
Of small-beer frothing o'er the unshapely jug. 
With courteous invitation spoke us fair 
To enter in, and taste what precious drops 

^ A large cave at a small distance fh>m Einghom, supposed, 
ahimt a century ago, to have been the haunt of thieves. 



Were there reserved to moisten strangers' throats. 
Too often parch'd upon the tedious way. 

After regaling here with sober can. 
Our limbs we plied, and nimbly measured o'er 
The hills, the vales, and the extensive plains, 
Which form the distance from Burntisland's port 
To Inverkeithing. Westward still we went. 
Till in the ferry-boat we loU'd at ease : 
Nor did we long on Neptune's Empire float ; 
For scarce ten posting minutes were elaps'd 
Till we again on terra firma stood. 
And to M'Liaren's march'd, where roasted lamb. 
With cooling lettuce, crown'd our social board. 
Here, too, the cheering glass, chief foe to care. 
Went briskly round ; and many a virgin fair 
Received our homage in a bumper fuU. 

Thus having sacnficed a jocund hour 
To smiling mirth, we quit the happy scene. 
And move progressive to Edina's walls. 

Now still returning eve creep'd gradual on. 
And the bright sun, as weary of the sky, 
Beam'd forth a languid occidental ray. 
Whose ruby-tinctuPd radiance faintly gleam'd 
Upon the airy clifls and distant spires 
That float on the horizon's utmost verge. 
So we, with festive joints and lingering pace. 
Moved slowly on, and did not reach the town 
Till Phoebus had unyoked his prancing steeds. 

Ye sons of Caledonia ! who delight, 
With all the pomp and pageanti^ of state. 
To roll along in gilded affluence ; 
For one poor moment wean your thoughts from these, 
And list this humble strain. If you, like us. 
Could brave the angry waters, be uproused 
By the first salutation to the mom 
Paid by the watchful cock ; or be compell'd 
On foot to wander o'er the lonely plain 
For twenty tedious miles — ^then should tiie gout. 
With all his racking pangs, forsake your frame ; 
For he dehghts not to traverse the field. 
Or rugged steep, but prides him to recline 
On the luxuriance of a velvet fold. 
Where indolence on purple sofa lolls. 
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THE CANONGATE PLAYHOUSE IN RUINS.i 

A BURLESQUE POEU. 

Yq few, whose feeling hearts are ne'er estranged 
From soft emotions ! ye who often wear 
The eye of pity, and oft vent her sighs. 
When sad Melpomene, in woe-fraught strains. 
Gains entrance to the breast ; or often smile 
When brisker Thalia gaily trips along 
Scenes of enlivening mirth — attend my song ! 
And fancy ! thou whose ever-flaming light 
Can penetrate into the dark abyss 
Of chaos and of hell— K)h ! with thy blazing torch 
The wasteful scene illumine, that the Muse 
With daring pinions may her flight pursue. 
Nor with timidity be known to soar 
O'er the theatric world, to chaos changed. 
Can I contemplate those deserted scenes 
Of mouldering desolation, and forbid 
The voice elegiac and the falling tear ? 
No more, from box to box, the basket piled 
With oranges as radiant as the spheres. 
Shall with their luscious virtues charm the sense 
Of taste and smell. No more the gaudy beau. 
With handkerchief in lavender well drench'd. 
Or bergamot, or in rose-water pure. 
With navoriferous sweets shall chase away 

I [The Canongate Theatre stood bchhid the south line of the 
street, opposite to the head of New Street. It was founded in 
August 1746 by Mr liaoy Ryan of Covent-Qarden^ and, when 
finished, could hold, at 2b. 6d., Is. 6d., and Is., about £70. It 
was first used under the royal licence on the 9th of December 
1767; but a new theatre being built next year in the New Town, 
this humble place of entertainment was almost immediately after 
left to ruin* The site lias long been occupied by a brewery.} 
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The pestUentuJ fumes of vulgar ctta, 
Who, in impatience for the curtain's rise, 
Amused tiie lingering moments, and applied 
Thirst-quenching porter to their parched lips,' 

Alas, how sadly alter'd is the scene 1 
For, lo 1 those sacred walla, that late were bmsh'd 
By rustling silks and waving capuchins, 
Are now become the sport of wrinkled time ! 
Those walls, that late have echoed to the voice 
Of stern king Richard, to the seat transformed 
Of crawling spiders and detested moths, 
Who in the lonely crevices reside, 
Or gender in the beams that have upheld 
Gods, demi-gods, and all the joyous crew 
Of thunderers in the ealleries above. 

Oh, Shakspeare ! where are all thy tinsell'd kings, 
Thy fawning courtiers, and thy waggish clowns 1 
Where all thy fairies, spirits, witches, fiends. 
That here have gamboll'd in nocturnal sport 
Round the lone oak, or sunk in fear away 
From the shrill summons of the cock at mom ! 
Where now the temples, palaces, and towers t 
Where now the groves tiiat ever verdant smiled ? 
Where now the streams that never ceased to flow I 
Where now ie clouds, the rains, the hails, the winds. 
The thunders, lishtnin^ and the tempests strong 1 

Here shepherds, loUmg in their woven bowers, 
In dull recitative often nsukg 
Their loves, accompanied with clangour strong 
From horns, irom trumpets, clarionets, bassoons ; 
From violinos sharp or droning bass. 
Or the brisk tinkling of a harpsichord. 

Such is thy power, oh music I such thy fame, 
That it has fabled been, how foreign song. 
Soft issuing from Tenducoi's^ slender throat. 
Has drawn a plaudit from the sods enthroned 
Round the empyreum of Jove himself. 
High seated on Olympus' airy top. 
Kay, that his feverous voice was known to soothe 
The shrill-toned prating of the females' tongues, 
Who, in obedience to the lifeless song, 
All prostrate fell, all fainting died away 
In silent ecstacies of passing joy. 

Ye who oft wander bv the silver light 
Of sister Luna, to the churchyard's gloom. 
Or cypress shades ; if chance should guide your steps 
To this sad mansion, think not that you tread 
Unconsecrated paths ; for on this ground 
Have holy streams been pour'd and flowerets strew'a ; 
While many a kingly diadem, I ween. 
Lies useless here entomb'd, with heaps of coin 
Stamp'd in theatric mint — offenceless gold ! 
That carried not persuasion in its hue, 
To tutor mankind in their evil ways. 
After a lengthen'd series of years. 
When the unhallowed spade shall discompose 
This mass of earth, then relics shall be found, 
Which, or for gems of worth, or Roman coins. 
Well may obtrude on antiquary's eye. 
Ye spouting blades ! regai'd this ruin'd fane. 
And nightly come within those naked walls 
To shed the tragic tear. Full many a drop 
Of precious inspiration have you suck'd 
From its dramatic sources. Oh 1 look here 
Upon this roofless and forsaken pile. 
And stalk in pensive sorrow o'er the ground 
Where you've beheld so many noble scenes. 

Thus, when the mariner to foreign clime 
His bark conveys, where odoriferous gales, 
And orange groves, and love-inspiring wine, 
Have oft repaid his toil — if earthquake dire. 
With hollow groanings and convulsive panga^ 
The ground hath rent, and all those beauties foil'd. 
Will he refrain to shed the grateful drop, 
A tribute jtfstly due (though seldom paid) 
To the blest memory of happier times ! 

* [Tenduoci was an opera singer of repute. He often visited 
Edinbui^h, where his mellifluous way of singing the Scottish 
melodies made him a great fayourite.3 



FASHION. 
Bred up where dlsoipHne moft rave U* 
In military garden. Paris.— HuMror. 

Oh nature, parent goddess I at thy shrine, 
Prone to the earth, the Muse, in humble song, 
Thy aid implores ; nor will she wing her flight, 
Till thou, bright form ! in thy effulgence purs, 
Deisn'st to look down upon her low state, 
And shed thy powerful mfluence beni^ 

Come, tlien, regardless of vain fasluon*8 foola ; 
Of all those vile enormities of shape 
That crowd the world ; and with thee bring 
Wisdom, in sober contemplation clad. 
To lash those bold usurpers from the stage. 

On that gay spot, where the Parisian dome 
To fools the stealmg hand of time displays, 
Fa^on her empire holds — a goddess great I 
View her, amidst the millinerian train, 
On a resplendant throne exalted high, 
Strangely diversified with gewgaw forms ; 
Her busy hand glides pleasurably o'er 
The darling novelties, the trinkets rare, 
That greet the sight of the admiring dames^ 
Whose dear-bought treasures o'er their natiTS i&]« 
Contagious spread, infect the wholesome air 
That cherish'd vigour in Britannia's sons. 

Near this proud seat of fashion's antic form 
A sphere revolves, on whose bright orb behold 
The circulating mode of changeful dress, 
Which, like the imaee of the sun himself, 
Glories in coursine through the diyerse signs 
Which blazon in Uie zodiac of heaven. 
Around her throne coquettes and petits beaux 
Unnumber*d shine, and with each other vie 
In nameless ornaments and gaudy plumes. 
Oh worthy emulation I to excel 
In trifles such as these, how truly great ! 
Unworthy of the peevish blubbering boy, 
Crush'd in his childhood by the fondling nurse, 
Who for some favourite bauble frets and pines. 
Amongst the proud attendants of this shrine, 
The wealthy, young, and gay Clarinda draws 
From poorer objects the astonish'd eve. ^ 
Her looks, her dress, and her afiected mien. 
Speak her enthusiast keen in fashion's train. 
White as the cover'd Alps, or wintry face 
Of snowy Lapland, her tup^e uprear'd, . 
Exhibits to the view a cumbrous mass 
Of curls high nodding o'er her polish'd brow ; 
From which redundant flows the Brussels lace, 
With pendant ribbons, too, of various dye. 
Where all the colours in the ethereal bow 
Unite and blend, and tantalise the sight. 

Nature ! to thee alone, not fashion s pomp, 
Does beauty owe her all-commanding eye. 
From the green bosom of the watery main, 
Array'd by thee, majestic Venus rose. 
With waving ringlets carelessly diffused. 
Floating luxurious o'er the restless surge. 
What Rubens, then, with his enlivening hand, 
Could paint the bright vermilion of her cheek, 
Pure as the roseate portal of the east. 
That opens to receive the cheering rav 
Of Phoebus beaming from the orient sky ! 
For sterling beauty needs no faint essays 
Or colourings of art to gild her more — 
She is all-perfect And if beauty fail, 
Where are those ornaments, those rich attires. 
Which can reflect a lustre on that face. 
Where she with light innate disdains to shine ? 

Britons I beware of fashion's luring wiles. 
On eiUier hand, chief guardians of her power. 
And sole dictators of her fickle voice. 
Folly and dull effeminacy reign ; 
Whose blackest magic and unhallow'd spells 
The Roman ardour check'd ; their strength decayM; 
And all their glory scatter'd to the winds. 

Tremble, oh Albion ! for the voice of fate 
Seems ready to decree thy speedy fall. 
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By pride, by luxury, what fatal illsi 
Unheeded, have approach'd thy mortal frame I 
How many foreign weeds their heads have rear'd 
In tbv fair garden ! Hasten, ere their strength 
And baneful vegetation taint the soil. 
To root out rank disease, which soon must spread, 
If no blest antidote will purge away 
Paehion's proud minions from our sea-girt isle. 
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A BURLESQUE ELEGY, 

ON THB AXPDX^TION OP ▲ STUDENT'S HAIBy BEFOBB HIS 

OBDEB& 

Oh sad catastrophe I event most dire I 

How shall the loss, the heavy loss, be borne ! 

Or how the muse attune the plaintive lyre. 
To sing of Strephon with ms ringlets shorn ? 

Say, ye who can divine the mighty cause 

From whence this modem circumcision springs, 

Why such oppressive and such rigid laws 
Are still attendant on religous things! 

Alas, poor Strephon ! to the stem decree 

Which prunes your tresses, are you doom'd to yield ! 

Soon shall your caput, like the blasted tree, 
Diffuse its faded honours o'er the field. 

Now let the solemn sounds of mourning swell, 
Ajid wake sad echoes to prolong the lay ; / 

For, hark ! methinks I hear the tragic knell ; 
This hour bespeaks the barber on his way. 

Oh razor ! yet thy poignant edge suspend ; ' 

Oh yet indulge me with a short delay ; 
Till I once more pourtray my youthful friend, 

£Te his proud locks are scattered on the clay ; 

Cre the huge wig, in formal curls array'd, 

With pulvil pregnant, shall o'ershade his face ; 

Or, like the wide umbrella, lend its aid 
To banish lustre from the sacred place. 

Mourn, oh ye zephyrs 1 for, alas I no more 
His waving ringlets shall your call obey I 

For, ah ! the stubborn wig must now be wore. 
Since Strephon's locks are scattered on the clay. 

Amanda, too, in bitter anguish sighs. 
And grieves the metamorphosis to see. 

Mourn not, Amanda, for the hair that lies 
Dead on the ground shall be revived for thee. 

Some skilful artist of a French frizeur, 

With graceful ringlets shall thy temples bind. 

And cull the precious relics from the floor. 
Which yet may flutter in the wanton wind. 
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WSITtEN AT THE HfiKUITAOE OF BRAID, MEAA EDINBUSGH. 

Would you relish a rural retreat. 

Or the pleasure the groves can inspire. 

The city's allurements forget! 

To this spot of enchantment retire ; 

Where a valley and crystalline brook. 
Whose current glides sweetly along, 

Give nature a fanciful look. 

The beautiful woodlands among. 

Behold the umbrageous trees 

A covert of verdure have spread, 
Where shepherds may loll at their ease. 

And pipe to the musical shade. 
For, lo ! through each opening is heard. 

In concert with waters below, 
The voice of a musical bird. 

Whose numbers melodiously flow. 

Tlie bushes and arbours so green, 

The tendrils of spray interwove, 
With foliage shelter the scene. 

And form a retirement for love. 



Here Venus transported may rove 
From pleasure to pleasure unseen. 

Nor wish for the Cyprian grove 
Her youthful Adonis to screen. 

Oft let me contemplative dwell 

On a scene where such beauties appear ; 
I could live in a cot or a cell. 

And never think solitude near. 
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A TALE. 



Those rigid pedagogues and fools. 

Who waUc by self-invented rules. 

Do often try, with empty head. 

The emptier mortals to mislead. 

And fain would urge that none but they 

Could rightly teach the A, B, C ; 

On whicfi they've got an endless comment. 

To trifling minds of mighty moment, 

Throwing such barriers in the way 

Of those who genius display, 

As often, ah I too often, tease 

Them out of patience and of fees. 

Before they're able to explode 

Obstructions thrown on learning's road. 

May mankind all employ their tools 

To banish pedantry from schools ! 

And may each peda^gogue avail. 

By listening to this simple tale ! 

Wise Mr Birch had long intended 
The alphabet should be amended, 
And taught that H a breathing was ; 
Ergo, he saw no proper cause 
Why such a letter should exist : 
Thus in a breath was he dismiss'd. 
With, " Oh beware, beware, oh youth ! 
Take not the villain in your mouth." 

One day this alphabetic sinner 
Was eager to devour his dinner. 
When to appease the craving glutton. 
His boy Tom produced the mutton. 
Was such disaster ever told ! 
Alas, the meat was deadly cold ! 
^< Here take and h — eat it," says the master ; 
Quoth Tom, << That shall be done, and fast, su:." 
And few there are who will dispute it. 
But he went instantly about it ; 
For Birch had soorn'd the H to say, 
And blew him with a puff away. 

The bell was rung with dread alarm— 
<' Bring me the mutton — Is it warm f" 
^ Sir, you desired, and I have eat it.'' 
" You lie ; my orders were to heat it" 
Quoth Tom, *< I'll readily allow 
That H is but a breathing now." ^ 



THE PEASANT, THE HEN, AND 
YOUNG DUCKS. 

i. FABLE. 

A hen, of all the dunghill crew 
The fairest, stateliest to view. 
Of laying tired, she fondly begs 
Her keeper's leave to hatch her eggs. 
He, dunn'd with the incessant cry, 
Was forced for peace' sake to comply ; 
And in a month, the downy brood 
Came chirping round the hen for food. 
Who view'd them with parental eyes 
Of pleasing fondness and surprise. 
And was not at a loss to trace 
Her likeness growing in their face ; 
Though the broad bills could well declare 
That they another's offspring were : 
So strong will prejudices blind. 
And lead astray the easy mind^ 
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To the green margin of the brook 
The hen her fancied children took : 
Each young one shakes his unfledged wings. 
And to the flood by instinct springs ; 
With willing strokes they gladly swira. 
Or dive into the glassy stream, 
While the fond mother vents her grief, 
And prays the peasant's kind relief. 
The peasant h^krd the bitter cries. 
And thus in terms of rage replies : 
'< You fool ! give o'er your useless moan, 
Nor mourn misfortunes not your own ; 
But learn in wisdom to forsake 
The offspring of the duck and drake." 
To whom the hen, with angry crest 
And scornful look, herself address'd : 
'< If reason were my constant guide 
(Of man the ornament and pride). 
Then should I boast a cruel heart, 
That feels not for another^s smart : 
But since poor I, by instinct blind. 
Can boast no feelings so refined, 
'Tis hoped your reason will excuse. 
Though I your counsel sage refuse. 
And from the perils of the flood 
Attempt to save another's brood." 

MORAL. 

When Pity, generous nymph ! possess'd. 

And moved at will the human breast, 

No tongue its distant sufferings told^ 

Bttt she assisted, she condoled, 

And willing bore her tender part 

In all the feelings of the heart : 

But now from her our hearts decoy'd^ ' 

To sense of others' woes destro/d, 

Act only from a selfish view. 

Nor give the aid to pity due. 
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SONG. 



Where winding Forth adorns the vale. 

Fond Strephon, once a shepherd gay. 
Did to the rocks his lot bewail, 

And thus address'd his plaintive lay : 
" Oh, Julia ! more than lily fair, 

More blooming than the budding rose. 
How can thy breast, relentless, bear 

A heart more cold than winter's snows? 

Yet nipping winter's keenest sway 

But for a short-lived space prevails ; 
Spring soon returns, and cheers each spray, 

Scented with Flora's fragrant gales. 
Come, Julia ! come ; thy love obey. 

Thou mistress of angelic charms ! 
Come, smiling like the mom in May, 

And bless thy Strephon's longing arms. 

Else, haunted by the flend despair, 

He'll court some solitary grove. 
Where mortal foot did ne'er repair. 

But swains oppress'd byjiapless love. 
From the once pleasing rural throng 

Removed, he'll through the desert stray. 
Where Philomela's mournful song 

Shall join his melancholy lay." 
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Amidst a rosy bank of flowers, 
Damon, forlorn, deplored his fate ; 

In sighs he spent his languid hours. 
And breathed his woes in doleful state. 

No more shall gaiety cheer his mind ; 

No wanton sports can soothe his care ; 
Since sweet Amanda proved unkind, 

And left him full of black despair. 



His looks, thai were u f^^eeh as tnoit], 
Can now no longer smiles impart ; 

His pensive soul, on sadness borne, 
Is rack'd and torn by Cupid's dart. 

Turn, fair Amanda I cheer your swain ; 

Unshrond him, from his veil of woe : 
Turn, gentle nymph ! and ease the jivin 

That in his tortured breast doth grow. 
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EXTEMPORE, 

ON BEING ASKBD WHICH OP THBEE SISTERS WAS TRC M<^^ 

BEAUTIFUL. 

When Paris gave his voice, in Ida's grove, 
For the resistless Venus, queen of love, 
'Twas no great task to pass a judgment there, 
Where she alone was exquisitely fair : 
But here, what could his ablest judgment ieadi, 
When wisdom, power, and beauty, reign in eadit 
The youth, nonplua'd, behoved to join with me, 
And wish the apple had been cut in three. 
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ON SEEING A LADY PAINT HERSELF. 
When bv some misadventure cross'd. 
The banker hath his fortune lost. 
Credit his instant need supplies. 
And for a moment blinds our eyes : 
So, Delia, when her beauty's flown. 
Trades on a bottom not her own. 
And labours to escape detection. 
By putting on a false complexion. 
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EXTEMPORE, 

ON SEEING STANZAS ADDRESSED TO MBS HABTLET, COHEDUX, 
WHEREIN SHE IS DESCRIBED AS RESEMBLING MART QIJED 
OP SCOTS. 

Hartley resembles Scotland's queen, 

Some bard enraptured cries ; 
A flattering bard he is, I ween. 

Or else me painter lies* 
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ON THE DEATH OF 

MR THOMAS LANCASHIRE, COMEDUN.i 

Alas, poor Tom ! how oft with merry heart 
Have we beheld thee play tho sexton's part ! 
Each comic heart must now be grieve^ to see 
The sexton's dreary part perform'd on thee. 
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TO THE MEMORY OF 

JOHN CUNNINGHAM THE POET. 

Sing his praises that doth keep 

Our flocks from harm. 
Pan, the father of our 8heq> ; 

Andt arm in arm, 
Tread we softly in a romid. 
While the hollow neighbouring ground 
Fills the muaio with her sound. 

Bkaumont and Fletcheb« 

Ye mournful meanders and groves, 
Delight of the Muse and her song ! 

Ye grottoes and dripping alcoves, 
No strangers to Corydon's tongue ! 

Let each Sylvan and Dryad declare 
His themes and his music how dear ; 

Their plaints and their dirges prepare. 
Attendant on Corydon's bier. 

* [" Mr Lancashire possessed a great fund of dry humour^ and 
filled Shuter's line in low comedy. He was a great favourite with 
the public. He kept a tavern, first in the Cahongate» and afta* 
wards in thqi New Town. He drank and Joked with hia cus- 
tomers; laughed and grew fat ; and at length died, respected br 
many, and with the good word of alL"— J<wffci»nV Bivtor^ cf Ou 
Scottuh Singe, 42.] 
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The echo Hiat join'd in the I&y, 
So amorons, sprightly, and free, 

Shall send forth the sounds of dismay. 
And sigh with sad pity for thee. 

Wild wander his flocks with the breeze. 
His reed can no longer control ; 

His numbers no longer can please, 
Or send kind relief to the soul. 

Bat lonff may they wander and bleat ; 

To hi&s tell the tale of their woe ; 
The woodlands the tale shall repeat, 

And the waters shall mournfully flow. 

For these were the haunts of his loTe, 

The sacred retreats of his ease. 
Where farourite fancy would rove, 

Aa wanton, as light as the breeze. 

Her zone will discoloured appear, 
'With fanciful ringlets unbound ; 

A face pale and languid she'll wear, 
A heart fraught with sorrow profound. 

The reed of each shepherd will mourn ; 

The shades of Parnassus decay ; 
The Muses will dry their sad urn. 

Since reft of young Corydon's lay. 

To him every passion was known 

That throbb'd in the breast witli desire ; 

Cach sentle affection was shown 
In uie soft sighing songs of his lyre. 

Like the carolling thrush on the spray 
In music soft warblinff and wild. 

To love was devoted each lay, 
In accents pathetic and mild. 

Let beauty and virtue revere. 

And the songs of the shepherd approve. 
Who felt, who lamented the snare, 

When repining at pitiless love. 

The summer but languidly gleams ; 

Pomona no comfort can bring ; 
Not valleys, nor grottoes, nor streams, 

Nor the May-bom flowerets of spring. 

They've fled all with Corydon's muse. 
For his brows to form chaplets of woe ; 

VThose reed oft awaken'd their boughs, 
As the whispering breezes that blow. 

To many a fanciful spring 

His- lyre was melodiously strung; 

While fairies and fawns, in a ring, 
Have applauded the swain as he sung. 

To the cheerful he usher'd his smiles ; 

To the woeful his sigh and his tear ; 
A condoler with want and her toils, • 

"When the voice of oppression was near. 

Though titles and wealth were his due ; 

Though fortune denied his reward ; 
Yet truth and sincerity knew 

What the goddess would never regard. 

Avails aught the generous heart. 
Which nature to goodness design'd. 

If fortune denies to impart 
Her kindly relief to the mind ? 

'Twas but faint the relief to dismay. 
The cells of the wretched among ; 

Though sympathy sang in the lay, 
Though melody fell from his tougue. 

Let the favoured of fortune attend 
To the ails of the wretched and poor : 

Though Corydon's lays could befriend, 
'Tis riches alone that can cure. 

But they to compassion are dumb ', 
To pity, their voices unknown ; 

Near sorrow they never can come. 

Till misfortune has mark'd them hor own. 



Now the shades of the evening depend ; 

Each warbler is luU'd on the spray ; 
The cypress doth ruefully bend 

Where reposes the shepherd's cold clay. 

Adieu, then, the songs of the swain ! 

Let peace still attend on his shade ; 
And his pipe, that is dumb to his strain. 

In the grave be with Corydon Iaid« 



#»#<t#»#»#«M>*^»KI^H<W«»* 



THE DELIGHTS OF VIRTUE. 

Returning mom, in orient blush array'd. 
With gentle radiance hail'd the sky serene ; 

No rustling breezes waved the verdant^ shade; 
No swelling surge dtsturb'd the azure main. 

These moments, meditation ! sure are thine ; 

These are the halcyon joys you wish to And, 
When nature's peaceful elements combine 

To suit the calm composure of the mind. 

The Muse, exalted by thy sacred power. 
To the green mountain's airy summit flew, 

Charm'd with the thoughtful stillness of an hour. 
That usher'd beaming fancy to her view. 

Fresh from old Neptune's fluid mansion sprung 
The sun, reviver of each drooping flower ; 

At his approach, the lark, with matin song, 
In notes of gratitude confess'd his power. 

So shines fair Virtue, shedding light divine 
On those who wish to proflt by her ways ; 

Who ne'er at parting with their vice repme, 
To taste the comforts of her blissful rays. 

She with fresh hopes each sorrow can beguile ; 

Can dissipate adversity's deep gloom ; 
Make meagre poverty contented smile ; 

And the sad wretch forget his hapless doom. 

Sweeter than shady groves in summer's pride, 
Than flowery dales or grassy meads; is she ; 

Delightful as the honied streams that glide 
From the rich labours of the busy bee. 

Her paths and alleys are for ever green : — 
There innocence, in snowy robes array'd, 

With smiles of pure content, is hail'd the queen 
And happy mistress of the sacred sliade. 

Oh let no transient gleam of earthly joy 
From virtue lure your labouring steps aside ; 

Nor instant grandeur future hopes annoy 
With thoughts that spring from insolence and prid?. 

Soon will the winged moments speed away. 

When you'll no more the plumes of honour wear : 

Grandeur must shudder at the sad decay. 
And pride look humble when he ponders there. 

Deprived of virtue, where is beauty's power ? 

Her dimpled smiles, her roses, charm no more ; 
So much can guilt the loveliest form deflower. 

We loathe that beauty which we loved before. 

How fair are virtue's buds, where'er they blow. 

Or in the desert wild or sarden gay ! 
Her flowers how sacred, wheresoe'er th^^ show. 

Unknown to killing canker and decay ! 



A TAVERN ELEGY. 

Fled are the moments of delusive mirth , 
The fancied pleasure, paradise divine ! 

Hush'd are the clamours that derive their birth 
From generous floods of soul-reviving wine. 

Still night and silence now succeed their noise ; 

The erring tides of passion rage no more ; 
But all is peaceful as the ocean's voice 

When breezeless waters kiss the silent shore. 

Here stood the juice, whose care-controlling powers 

Could every human misery subdue. 
And wake to sportive, joy the lazy hours. 

That to the languid senses hateful grew. 
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Attracted by tlie magio of the bowl, 
Around the swelling brim in full array 

The glasses circled, as the planets roll, 
And hail with borrowed light the god of day. 

Here music, the delight of moments gay. 
Bade the unguarded tongues their motions cease, 

And with a mirthful, a melodious lay. 
Awed the fell voice of discord into peace. 

These are the joys that virtue must approve, 
While reason shines with majesty divine. 

Ere oiir ideas in disorder move. 
And sad excess against the soul combine. 

What evils have not phrenued mortals done 
By wine, that ignis fatuus of the mind ! 

How many by its force to vice are won, 
Since first ordaiu'd to tantalise mankind ! 

By Bacchus' power, ye sons of riot 1 say, 
How many watchful sentinels have bled I 

How many travellers have lost their way. 
By lamps unguided through the evening shade ! 

Oh spare those friendly twinklers of the night ! 

Let no rude cane their hallow'd orbs as^bil ! 
For cowardice alone condemns the light 

That shows her countenance aghast and pale. 

Now the short taper warns me to depart. 
Ere darkness snail assume his dreary sway ; 

Ere solitude fall heavy on my heart. 
That lingers for the far approach of day. 

Who would not welcome the less dreaded doom. 
To be for ever numbered with the dead, 

Bather than bear the miserable gloom. 
When all his comforts, all his friends, are fled ? 

Bear me, ye gods ! where I may calmly rest 
From all the follies of the night secure. 

The balmy blessings of repose to taste. 
Nor hear the tongue of outrage at my door. 
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GOOD EATING. 

Hear, oh ye host of Epicurus I hear ! — 
Each portly form, whose overhanging paunch 
Csn well denote the all-transcendant joy 
That springs unbounded from fruition full 
Of rich repast — ^to you I consecrate 
The song adventurous ; happy if the Muse 
Can cook the numbers to your palates keen. 
Or send but half the relish with her song, 
That smoking sirloins to your souls convey. 

Hence now, ye starvelings wan I whose empty sides 
Oft echo to the hollow-murmuring tones 
Of hunger fell. Avaunt, ye base-bom hinds ! 
Whose fates unkind ne'er destined you to gorge 
The banquet rare, or wage a pleasing war 
With the delicious morsels of the earth. 
To you I sing not — for, alas ! what pain, 
What tantalising tortures would ensue. 
To aid the force of famine's sharpest tooth, 
Were I to breathe my accents in your ear ! 

Hail, roast beef 1 monarch of the festive throng, 
To hunger's bane the strongest antidote ; 
Come, and with all thy rage-appeasing sweets 
Our appetites allay I For, or attended 
By root Hibernian, or plum-pudding rare. 
Still thou art welcome to the social board. 
Say, can the spicy eales from orient blown, 
Or zephyr's wing, that from the orange groves 
Brushes the breeze with rich perfumes replete. 
More aromatic or reviving smell 
To nostrils bring ! Or can the glassy streams 
Of 'Pactolus, that o'er his golden sands 
Delightful glide, the luscious drops outvie 
That from thy sides embrown'd unnumber'd fall ! 
Behold, at thy approach, what smiles serene 
Beam from the ravish'd euests ! Still are their tongues^ 
While they, with whetted instruments, prepare 



For deep incision. Now the abscess bleeds. 
And the devouring band, with stomachs keen, 
And glutting rage, thy beauteous form destroy; 
Leave you a skeleton marrowless and bare, 
A prey to dunghills, or vexatious sport 
Of torrent rushine from defilement s urns, 
That o'er the citv s flinty pavement hurls. 

So fares it with the man whose powerful p^U 
Once could command respecL Caresa'd by all; 
His bounties were as lavish as the hand 
Of yellow Ceres, till his stores decay'd ; 
And then (oh dismal tale !) those preoioua drops 
Of flattery that bedew'd his spring of fortune, 
Leave the sad winter of his state so fallen, 
Nor nurse the thorn from which they ne'er oao ho^^ 
Again to plack the odour-dropping rose 1 

For thee, roast beef I in variegated shapes, 
Have mortals toil'd. The sailor sternly braves 
The strength of Boreas, and exulting stands 
Upon the sea-wash'd deck. With hopes inspired 
Of yet indulging in thy wish'd-for sweets. 
He smiles amidst the dangers that surround him ; 
Cheerful he steers to cold forbidden climes, 
Or to the torrid zone explores his way. 

Be kind, ye powers 1 and still propitious send 
This paragon of feeding to our halb. 
With this regaled, who would, vain-glorious, wish 
For towering pyramids superbly crowned 
With jellies, syUabubs, or ice-creams rare t 
These can amuse the eye, and may bestow 
A short-lived pleasure to a palate strange ; 
But for a moment's pleasure, who would vend 
A lifetime that would else be spent in joy, 
For hateful loathings, and for gouty rheums, 
Ever preceded by indulged excess I 

Blest be those walls where hospitality 
And welcome reign at large I There may yon oft 
Of social cheer partake, and love, and joy ; 
Pleasures that to the human mind convey 
Ideal pictures of the bliss supreme : 
But near the gate where parsimony dwells. 
Where ceremony cool, with brow austere. 
Confronts the guests, ne'er let thy foot approach ! 
Deprived of thee, heaven-born benevolence I 
What is life's garden but a devious wild. 
Through which the traveller must pass forlorn, 
Unguided by the aid of friendship's ray I 
Rather, if poverty hold converse with thee. 
To the lone garret's lofty bield ascend, 
Or dive to some sad cell — there hUve recourse 
To meagre ofials, where, though small thy iar«, 
Freedom shall wing thee to a purer joy . 
Than banquets with superfluous dainties crown*d, 
Mix'd with reserve and coolness, can afi^ord. 

But if your better fortunes have prepared 
Your purse With ducats, and with health your frsm^i 
A8semble,i friends ! and to the tavern straight. 
Where the officious drawer, bending low. 
Is passive to a fault. Then, nor the signior gra&dj 
Nor Russia's empress, signalised for war. 
Can govern with more arbitrary sway. 

Ye who, for health, for exercise, for air. 
Oft saunter from Edina's smoke-capt spires, 
And by the grassy hill or dimpled brook. 
An appetite revive, should often stray 
O'er Arthur-Seat's green pastures, to the town 
For sheep-heads and bone-bridges famed of yore, 
That in our country's annals stands yclept 
Fair Duddin^tonia, where you may be blest 
With simple fare and vegetable sweets, 
Freed from the clamours of the busy world,^ 

Or if for recreation you should stray 
To Leithian shore, and breathe the keener air 
Wafted from Neptune's empire of the main ; 

1 [The Tillage of Duddingstone, near Edinburgh, ww {9tKA''<^ 
taverns in which sheep-head dinners could be got Thu craoi*^ 
the sheep being afterwards placed as stepping-stones soroppo^ 
in the stzeet, the place was quizzically spoken of at a gce^ ^f 
possessing a hundred bone bridges 13 
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a appetite invitoj and cash prevail^ 
Ply not your joints upon the homeward track. 
Till Lawsoo, chiefest of the Scottish hosts '^ 
Tu nimble-footed waiters give command 
The cloth to lay. Instinctively they come ; 
Audy lo ! the table, 'Wrapt in cloudy steams, 
Groans with the weight of the transporting fare. 
That breathes frankincense on the guests around. 
Now, while stem winter holds his frigid sway, 
And to a period spins the dosing year ; 
While festivals abound, and sportive hours 
Kill the remembrance of our waning time, 
Let not intemperance, destructive fiend ! 
Gain entrance to your halls. DespoiPd by him, 
Shall cloyed appetite, forerunner sad 
Of rank disease, inveterate clasp your frame : 
Contentment sluUl no more be known to spread 
Her cherub wings round thy once happy dwelling, 
But misery of thought, and racking pain. 
Shall plunge you headlong to the dark abyss. 
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Ye maidens modest 1 on whose sullen brows 
Hath weaning chastity her wrinkles cuU'd ; 
Who constant labour o'er consumptive oil, 
At midnight knell, to wash sleep's nightly balm 
From closing eyelids, with the grateful drops 
Of tea's blest juices — list the obsequious lays, 
That come not, with Parnassian honours orown'd. 
To dwell in murmurs o'er your sleepy sense ; 
But, fresh from orient blown, to chase far off 
Your lethargy, that dormant needles roused 
May pierce the waving mantua's silken folds. 
For many a dame, in chamber sadly pent, 
Hath this reviving liquor call'd to life : 
And well it did, to mitigate the frowns 
Of anger, reddening on Lucinda's brow 
With flash malignant, that had harbour'd there. 
If she at masquerade, or play, or ball, 
Appear'd not in her newest, best attire. 
But Venus, goddess of the eternal smile. 
Knowing that stormy brows but ill become 
Fair patterns of her beauty, hath ordain'd 
Celestial tea — a fountain that can cure 
The ills of passion, and can free from frowns. 
And sobs, and sighs, the disappointed fair. 

To her, ye fair ! in adoration bow ; 
W^hether at blushing mom or dewy eve 
Her smoking cordisiB greet your fragrant board, 
With Hyson, or Bohea, or Congou crown'd. 
At midnight skies, ye mantua-makers I hail 
The sacred offering : for the haughty belles 
No longer can upbraid your lingering hands, 
With trains upborne aloft by dusty gales 
That sweep the ball-room. Swift they glide along, 
And, with their sailing streamers, catch the eye 
Of some Adonis, mark'd to love a prey ; 
Whose bosom ne'er had panted with a sigh, 
But for the silken draperies that enclose 
Graces from fancy's eye but ill conceal'd. 

Mark well the fair I observe their modest eye, 
W^ith all the innocence of beauty blest ; 
Could slander o'er that tongue its power retain 
Whose breath is music ! Ah, fallacious tiiought ! 
The surface is ambrosia's mingled sweets. 
But all below is death. At tea-board met. 
Attend their prattling tongues ; they scoff, they rail 
Unbounded ; but their darts are chiefly aim'd 
At some gay fair, whose beauties far eclipse 
Hex dim beholders, who, with haggard eyes, 

> (Xawion's tavern w&b in a large old house {dated 1878) > on the 
Shore lit Leith, very near the flag -house at the end of the pier. It 
bjia long been a jnivate dwelling. Chancing to he in this house a 
Kood many yean ago, the writer of this note ohaenred on a window, 
pcribbled hy a diamond, the complaint of some diasatiusfled ous- 
tmncr, who had perhaps dined in it the most part of a centuiy 
Q^f— * * Liiwmm^ Is a good faonse, but bad waiters."] 



Would blight those eharma where raptures long have 

dwelt 
In ecst^y, delighted and sufficed. 

In vain hath beauty, with her varied robe, 
Bestow'd her glowing blushes o'er her cheeks, 
And called attendant graces to her aid. 
To blend the scarlet and the lily fair: 
In vain did Venus in her favourite mould 
Adapt the slender form to Cupid's choice ; 
When slander comes, her blasts too fatal prove ; 
Pale are thode cheeks where youth and beauty glow'd — 
Where smiles, where freshness, and where roses grew ; 
Ghastly and wan their Gorgon picture comes, 
With every fury grinning from the looks 
Of frightful monster. £nvy's hissing tongue 
With deepest vengeance wounds, and every wound 
With deeper canker, deeper poison teems. 

Oh gold 1 thy luring lustre first prevail'd 
On man to tempt the fretful winds and waves, 
And hunt new fancies. Still, thy glaring form 
Bids commerce thrive, and o'er the Indian waves, 
O'er-stemming danger, draw the labouring keel 
From China's coast to Britain's colder clime, 
Fraught with the fruits and herbage of her vales. 
In them, whatever vegetable springs, 
How loathsome and corrupted, triumphs here, 
The bane of life, of health the sure decay : 
Yet, yet we swallow, and extol the draught. 
Though nervous aUs should spring, and vapourish 

qualms 
Our senses and our appetites destroy. 

Look round, ye sippers of the poison'd cup 
From foreign plant distill'd ! No more repine 
That nature, sparing of her sacred sweets. 
Hath doom'd you in a wilderness to dwell ; 
While round Britannia's streams she kindly rears 
Green sage and wild thyme. These were sure decreed, 
As plants of Britain, to regale her sons 
With native moisture, more refreshing, sweet. 
And more profuse of health and vigour's balm, 
Than all the stems that India can boast. 
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THE SOW OF FEELING. 

Wdl 1 1 protest there's no such thing as dealing 
With these starch'd poets— with these men of feeling ! 

Epilogue to the Prince c/ Tunis. 

Malignant planets I do ye still combine 
Against this wayward, dreary life of mine ? 
Has pitiless oppression— cruel case !— 
Gain d sole possession of the human race ! 
By cruel hands has every virtue bled, 
And innocence from men to vultures fled ? 

Thrice happy had I lived in Jewish time, 
When swallowing pork or pig was deem'd a crime ; 
My husband long had blest my longing arms, 
Long, long had known love's sympathetic charms ! 
My children, too — a little suckling race. 
With all their father growing in their face — 
From their prolific dam had ne'er been torn, 
Nor to ^e bloody stalls of butchers borne. 

Ah, luxury I to you my being owes 
Its load of misery, its load of woes ! 
With heavy heart I saunter all the day ; 
Gruntle and murmur all my hours away ! 
In vain I try to summon old desire 
For favourite sports — ^for wallowing in the mire ; 
Thoughts of my husband, of my children, slain, 
Turn all my wonted pleasure into pain I 
How oft did we, in PhoBbus' warming ray. 
Bask on the humid softness of the clay 1 
Oft did his lusty head defend my tail 
From the rude whispers of the angry gale ; 
While nose-refreshing puddles stream'd around. 
And fioating odours hail'd the dung-clad ground. 

Near by a rustic mill's enchanting olack. 
Where plenteous bushels load the peasant's back. 
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In straw-erownM hovel, there to life we came, 

One boar our father, and one sow our dam. 

While tender infants on our mother's breast, 

A flame divine in either shone confest : 

In riper hours, love's more than ardent blaze 

Enkindled all his passion, all his praise ! 

No deadly, sinful passion fired his soul — 

Virtue o'er all his actions gain'd control ! 

That cherub which attracts the female heart. 

And makes them soonest with their beauty part, 

Attracted mine ; I gave him all my love. 

In the recesses of a verdant grove : 

'Twas there I listen'd to his warmest vows, 

Amidst the pendant melancholy boughs ; 

'Twas there my trusty lover shook for me 

A shower of acorns from the oaken tree ; 

And from the teeming earth, with joy, plough'd out 

The roots salubrious with his hardy snout. 

But, happiness ! a floatiog meteor thou. 
That still inconstant art to man and sow, 
Left'st us in ffloomiest horrors to reside. 
Near by the deep-dyed sanguinary tide. 
Where whetting steel prepares the butchering knives, 
With greater ease to take the harmless lives 
Of cows, and calves, and sheep, and hogs, who fear 
The bite of bull-dogs, that incessant tear 
Their flesh, and keenly suck the blood-distilling ear ! 

At length the day, the eventful day, drew near. 
Detested cause of many a briny tear ! 
I'll weep, till sorrow shall my eyelids drain, 
A tender husband and a brother slain ! 
Alas ! the lovely languor of his eye. 
When the base murderers bore him captive by ; 
His mournful voice, the music of his groans, 
Had melted any hearts, but hearts of stones ! 
Oh ! had some angel at that instant come. 
Given me four nimble fingers and a thumb. 
The blood-stain'd blade I'd turn'd upon his foe, 
And sudden sent him to the shades below — 
Where, or Pythagoras' opinion jests, 
Beasts are made butchers — butchers changed to beasts. 

Wisely in early times the law decreed. 
For human food few quadrupeds should bleed ; 
Bat monstrous man, still erring from the laws. 
The curse of Heaven upon his banquet draws ! 
Already has he drain'd the marshes dry 
For frogs, new victims of his luxury ; 
And soon the toad and lizard may come home, 
In his voracious paunch to find a tomb ; 
Cats, rats, and mice, their destiny may mourn, 
In time their carcasses on spits may turn ; 
They may rejoice to-day — while I resign 
Life, to be number'd 'mongst the feeling swine. 



*»»^>»#»»»»<i«>#»#»»<i»<>»t«» 



AN EXPEDITION TO FIFE AND THE 
ISLAND OF MAY, 

ON BOAKD THE BLESSED ENDEAVOUA OF DUNBAB, CAPTAIN 
ROXBUBOH COMMANDER. 

List, oh ye slumberers on the peaceful shore. 

Whose lives are one unvariegated calm 

Of stillness and of sloth I And hear, oh nymph ! 

In heaven yclept pleasure ; from your throne 

Effulgent send a heavenly radiant beam. 

That, cheer'd by thee, the Muse may bend her way : 

For from no earthly flight she builds her song, 

But from the bosom of green Neptune's main 

Would fain emerge, and, under Phoebe's reign, 

Transmit her numbers to inclining ears. 

Now, when the warbling songsters quit the groves. 
And solemn sounding whisperings lull the spray. 
To meditation sacred, let me roam 
O'er the blest floods that wash our natal shore. 
And view the wonders of the deep profound, 
While now the western breezes reign around. 
And Boreas, sleeping in his iron cave, 
Regains his strength and animated rage, 
To wake new tempests and inswell new 8eas< 



And now Favomus ynnjfi the sprightly gale t 
The willing canvass, swelhng with the breeze^ 
Gives life and motion to our bounding prow^ 
While the hoarse boatswain's pipe slmU-BOUndiug fir, 
Calls all the tars to action. Hardy sons I 
Who shudder not at life-devouring gales, 
But smile amidst the tempest's sounding jars, 
Or 'midst the hollow thunders of the war. 
Fresh sprung from Greenland's cold, they hail with jo; 
The happier clime, the fresh autumnal bireeze, 
By Sinus guided, to allay the heat 
That else would parch the vigour of their veins. 
Hard change, alas ! from petrifying cold 
Instant to plunge to the severest ray 
That burning dog-star or bright Phcebns sheds. 
Like comet whirling through the ethereal void, 
Now they are redden'd with the solar blaze, 
Now froze and tortur'd by the frigid zone. 

Thrice happy Britons ! whose well-temper'd clay 
Can face all climes, all tempests, and all wms. 
These are the sons that check the growiog war; 
These are the sons that hem Britannia round 
From sudden innovation — awe the shores, 
And make their drooping pendants hail her qaeen 
And mistress of the globe. They guard our beds, 
While fearless we enjoy secure repose. 
And all the blessings of a bounteous sl^. 
To them in feverous adoration bend. 
Ye fashion'd macaronies 1 whose bright blades 
Were never dimm'd or stain'd with hostile blood, 
But still hang dangling on your feeble thigh, 
WhUe through the Mall or Park yon show away, 
Or through the drawing-room on tiptoe steal. 

On poop aloft, to messmates laid along, 
Some son of Neptune, whose old wrinkled brow 
Has braved the rattling thunder, tells his tale 
Of dangers, sieges, and of battles dire ; 
While they, as fortune favours, greet with siniles, 
Or heave the bitter sympathetic sigh. 
As the capricious fickle goddess frowns. 

Ah, how unstable are the joys of life ! 
The pleasures, ah, how few ! Now smile the skies 
With aspect mild ; and now the thunders shake, 
And all the radiance of the heavens deflower. 
Through the small opening of the mainsiul broad, 
Lo, Boreas steals, and tears him from the yard, 
Where long and lasting he has play'd his part ! . 
So suffers virtue. When in her fur form 
The smallest flaw is found, the whole decays. 
In vain she may implore with piteous eye. 
And spread her naked pinions to the blast : 
A reputation maim'd finds no repair, 
TUl death, the ghastly monarch', shuts the scene. 

And now we gain the May, whose midnight light, 
Like vestal virgins' offerings undecay'd. 
To mariners bewilder*d acts the part 
Of social friendship, guiding those that err 
With kindly radiance to their destined port. 

Thanks, Idndest nature 1 for those floating g^ns, 
Those green-grown isles, with which you lavish strew 
Great Neptune's empire. But for thee, the main 
Were an uncomfortable mazy flood. 
No guidance then would bless the steersman's skilii 
No resting-place would crown the mariner^s wish, 
When he to distant gales his canvass spreads 
To search new wonders. Here the verdant shores 
Teem with new freshness, and regale our sight 
With caves, that lancient time, in days of yore, 
Sequester'd for the haunt of Druid lone, 
There to remain in solitary cell, 
Beyond the power of mortals to disjoin 
From holy meditation. Happy now 
To cast our eyes around from shore to shore. 
While by the oozy caverns on the beach 
We wander wild, and listen to the roar 
Of billows murmuring with incessant noise. 

And now, by fancy led, we wander wild 
Where o'er the rugged steep the buried dead 
Remote lie anchor'd in tlieir parent mould } 
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Where a few fading willows point the state 
Of man*8 decay. Ah, death ! where'er we %, 
Whether we seek the busy and the gay, 
The moiimer or the joyful, there art thou I 
No distant isle, no surly swelling surge. 
E'er awed ^y progress or controUM thv sway, 
To bless us with t£it comfort, length of days, 
By all aspired at, but by few attained. 

To Fife we steer — of all beneath the sun 
The most unhallow'd 'mid the Scotian .plains ! 
Aod here (sad emblem of deceitful times !) 
Hath sad hypocrisy her standard borne. 
Mirth knows no residence ; but ghastly fear 
Stands trembling and appadl'd at airy sights. 
Once, only once— reward it, gracious powers I — 
Did hospitality, with open face, ■ 
And winning smile, cheer the deserted «ght. 
That else had languish'd for the blest return 
Of beauteous day, to dissipate the clouds 
Of endless night, and superstition wild. 
That constant hover o'er the dark abode. 
Oh happy Lothian ! happy thrice thy sons ! 
Who ne'er yet ventured from the southern shore 
To tempt misfortune on the Fifkn coast : 
Again with thee we dwell, and taste thy joys. 
Where sorrow reigns not, and where every gale 
Is fraught with fulness, blest with living hope. 
That fears no canker from the year's decay. 



TO SIR JOHN FIELDING, 

ON HIS ATTEMPT TO SUPPRESS THE BBGOARS' OPERA. 

11911811 you censure the age, 

Bo cautious and sage. 
Lest the conrtiera offended should be ; 

When you mention vice or bribe, 

Tis so pat to all the tribe, 
Each cries, •* It was levell'd at me !"— Ga y. 

Tis w<nnan that sedncee all mankind.— Fffcft. 

Beneath what cheerful region of the sky 
Shall wit, shall humour, and the Muses fly I 
For ours, a cold, inhospitable clime. 
Refuses quarter to the Muse and rhyme. 
If on her brows an envied laurel springs, 
They shake its foliage, crop her ^wing wings. 
That with the plumes of virtue wisely soar. 
And all the follies of the age explore. 
But should old Grub her rankest venom pour. 
And every virtue with a vice deflower. 
Her verse is sacred, justices agree ; 
Even Justice Fielding Signs the wise decree. 

Let fortune-dealers, wise predictors ! tell 
From what bright planet Justice Fielding fell. 
Augusta trembles at the awful name ; 
The darling tongue of liberty is tame. 
Basely confined by him in Newmte chains. 
Nor dare exclaim how harshly Fielding reigns. 

In days when every mercer has his scale. 
To tell what pieces lack, how few prevail ! 
I wonder not the low-bom menial trade 
By partial justice has aside been laid ; 
For she no discount gives for virtue worn ; 
Her aged joints are without mercy torn. 
. In vain, oh Gay ! thy Muse explored the way. 
Of yore, to banish the Italian lay ; 
Gave homely numbers sweet, though warmly strong ; 
The British chorus blest the happy song ; 
Thy manly voice, and Albion's, then were heard. 
Felt by her sons, and by her sons revered : 
Eunuchs, not men, now bear aloft the palm. 
And o'er our senses pour lethargic balm. 

The stage the truest mirror is of life : 
Our passions there revolve in active strife ; 
Each character is there displayed to view ; 
Each hates his own, though well assured 'tis true. 
No marvel, then, that all the world should own 
la Peachum*8 treachery Justice Fielding known; 



Since thieves 80 common are, and. Justice, you 
Thieves to the gallows for reward pursue. 
Had Gay, by writing, roused the stealing trade. 
You'd been less active to suppress your bread : 
For, trust me ! when a robber loses ground. 
You lose your living with your forty pound. 

'Twas woman first that snatch'd tiie luring bait ; 
The tempter taught her to transgress and eat 
Though wrong the deed, her quick compunction told. 
She banish'd Adam from an age of gold. 

When women now transgress fair virtue's rules. 
Men are their pupils, and the stews their schools. 
From simple whoredom greater sins began . 
To shoot, to bloom, to centre aU in man : 
Footpads on Hounslow flourish here to-day ; 
The next, old Tyburn sweeps them all away. 
For woman's faults, the cause of every wrong. 
Men robb'd and murder'd, thieves at Tyburn strung. 
In panting breasts to raise the fond alarm ; 
Make females in the cause of virtue warm ; 
Gay has compared them to the summer flower. 
The boast and glory of an idle hour ; 
When cropp'd, it falls, shrinks, withers, and decays. 
And to oblivion dark consigns its days. 

Hath this a power to win the female heart 
Back from its vice, from virtue ne'er to part ? 
If so, the wayward virgin 'twill restore ; 
And murders, robberies, rapes, will be no more. 

These were the lays of him who virtue knew ; 
Her dictates who revered, and practised too ; 
No idle theorist in her guiltless ways. 
He gave the spotless goddess all his days. 

Oh Queensberry !* his best and earliest friend. 
All that his wit or learning could command ; 
Thou best of patrons ! of his Muse the pride ! 
Still in her pageant shalt thou first preside ; — 
No idle pomp that riches can procure, 
Sprung in a moment, faded in an hour. 
But pageant lasting as the uncropp'd bay, 
That verdant triumphs with the Muse of Gay. 
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CHARACTER OF A FRIEND, 

IN AN EPITAPH WHICfi HE DESIRED THE AUTHOR TO WRITE. 

Under this turf, to mouldering earth consign'd. 
Lies he, who once was fickle as the wind. 
Alike the scenes of good and ill he knew. 
From the chaste temple to the lewdest stew. 
Virtue and vice in him alternate reign'd ; — 
That fill'd his mind, and this his pocket drain'd ; 
Till in the contest they so stubborn grew. 
Death gave the parting blow, and both withdrew. 



TO DR SAMUEL JOHNSON. 

FOOD FOR A NEW EDITION OF HIS DICTIONARY. 

Let Wilkes and Churchill rage no more. 
Though scarce provision, learning's good : 

What can these hungries next explore ? 
Even Samuel Johnson loves our food. 

Great pedagogue ! whose literarian lore. 

With syllable on syllable conjoin'd. 

To transmutate and varify, hast leam'd 

The whole revolving scientific names 

That in the alphabetic columns lie. 

Far from the knowledge of mortalic shapes ; 

As we, who never can peroculate 

The miracles by thee miraculised, 

The Muse, silential long, with mouth apert. 

Would give vibration to stagnatic tongue. 

And loud encomiate thy puissant name, 

Eulogiated from the green decline 

* [Charles, the ffood Duke of Queenaherr^', the patron of Gay, 
was then still alive.] 
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Of ThameB's baoka to Sootleaniaii ahoroBy 
Where Lochlomondian liquids unduUse. 

To meminate thy name in after timeSi 
The mighty mayor of each regalian town 
Shall consignate thy work to parchment fair 
In roll burgharian, and their tables all 
Shall fumi^Ue with fumigation strong : 
ScotUnd, from perpendioularian hills, 
Shi^ emigrate her £ur muttonian store, 
Which late had there in pedestration walk'd. 
And o'er her airy heights perambulised. 

Oh, blackest execrations on thy head, 
Edina shameless ! Though he came wiUiin 
The bounds of your notation, though you knew 
His honorific name, you noted not. 
But basely suffered lum to chariotiBe 
Far from your towers with smoke that nubilate, 
Nor drank one amicitial swelling cup 
To welcome him convivial. BaUies all 1 
With rage inflated, catenations tear,* 
Nor ever after be you vinculised. 
Since you that sociability denied 
To him whose potent lexiphanian style 
Words can prolongate, and inswell his page 
With what in others to a line's confined. 

Welcome, thou verbal potentate and prince ! 
To hills and valleys, where emerging oats 
From eurth assuage our pauperty to bay, 
And bless thy name, thy dictionarian skill. 
Which there definitive will still remain, 
And oft be speculised by taper blue, 
While youth studentious turn thy folio page. 

Have you, as yet, in per'patetic mood^ 
Regarded with the texture of the eye 
The cave cavemic, where fraternal bard, 
Churchill, depicted pauperated swains 
With thraldom and bleak want reducted sore ; 
Where nature, colourised, so coarsely fades, 
And puts her russet par'phemalia on I 
Have you, as yet, the way explorified 
To let lignarian chalice, swell'd with oats, 
Thy orifice approach 1 Have you, as yet. 
With skin fresh rubified with scarlet spheres, 
Applied brimstonic unction to your hide, 
To terrify the salamandrian fire 
That from involuntary digits asks 
The strong allaceration ! Or can you swill 
The usquebalian flames of whisky blue 
In fermentation strong ! Have you applied 
The kilt aerian to your Anglian thighs. 
And with renunciation assignised 
Your breeches in Londona to be worn 1 
Can you, in frigour of Highlandian sky, 
On heathy summits take nocturnal rest ! 
It cannot be : — You may as well aesire 
An alderman leave plumpudd^nian store. 
And scratch the tegument from pottage dish, 
As bid thy countrymen, and thee, conjoin'd. 
Forsake stomachic joys. Then hie you home, 
And be a malcontent, that naked hinds, 
On lentils fed, could make your kingdom quake. 
And tremulate Old England Ubertised ! 
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EPITAPH ON GENERAL WOLFE. 

In worth exceeding, and in virtue great. 
Words would want force his actions to relate. 
Silence, ye bards ! eulogium vain forbear ; 
It is enough to say that Wolfe lies here. 
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EPIGRAM 

ON THE NUMEROUS EPITAPHS FOR GENERAL WOLFE ; FOB 
THE BEST OF WHICH A PREMIUM OF £100 WAS PROMISED. 

The Muse, a shameless mercenary jade I 

Has now assumed the arch-tongued lawyer's trade : 

In Wolfe's deserving praises silent she. 

Till flatter'd with the prospect of a fee. 

* Catenations, vide Chaint.-SoJijtaQN. 



EPIGRAM 

ON SEBIKO SCALES USED IN A KiSOH LODG& 

Why should the brethren met in lodge, 
Adopt such awkward measures, 

To set their scales and weighte to judge 
The value of their treasures ? 

The law laid down from age to age. 
How can they well o'ercome it I 

For it forbids them to engage 
With aught but line and plummet, 

EPILOGUE, 

SPOKEN BT MB WILSON, AT THE THEATBB-BOTAl) t!f TSS 
CHABAOIEB OF AN EDINBURGH BUCK. 

Ye who oft finish care in Lethe*s cup, 
Who love to swear, and roar, and keep it up, 
List to a brother's voice, whose sole delight 
Is—^eep all day, and riot all the night. 

Last night, when potent draughto of mellow wine 
Did sober reason into wit refine ; 
When lusty Bacchus had contrived to drala 
The sullen vapours from our shallow brain ; 
We sallied forth (for valour's dazzling sun 
Up to- its bright meridian had run). 
And, like renown'd Quixotte and his squire, 
Spoils and adventures were our sole desire. 

First, we approach'd a seeming sober dame, 
Preceded by a lanthom's pallid flame. 
Borne by a liveried puppy's servile hand, 
The slave obsequious of ner stem commaod. 
" Curse on those cits," said I, " who dare disgrace 
Our streets at midnight with a sober face j 
Let never tallow-chandler give them light, 
To guide them through the dangers of the night!" 
The valet's cane we snateh'd, and, dam'me ! I 
Made the frail lanthom on the pavement lie. 
The guard, still watchful of the liege's hann, 
With slow-paced motion stalk'd at the alarm* 
" Guard, seize the rogues !" the angry madam cried ; 
And all the guard, with '' Seize ta rogue," replied. 

As, in a war, there's nothing judged so right 
As a concerted and prudential flight, 
So we, from guard and scandal to be freed. 
Left them the field and burial of their dead. 

Next, we approach'd the bounds of George's Square: 
Blest place 1 — ^no wateh, no constables, come tbert. 
Now had they borrow'd Argus' eyes who saw us, 
All was* made dark and desolate as chaos i 
Lamps tumbled after lamps, and lost their lustres, 
Like doomsday, when the stars shall fall in duBten. 
Let fancy paint what dazzling glory grew 
From crystal gems, when Phoebus came in view: 
Each shatter'd orb ten thousand fi^&gments strews. 
And a new sun in every fragment shows* 

Hear, then, my bucks, how drunken fiite deereed ua 
For a nocturnal visit to the Meadows ; 
And how we, valorous champions 1 durst engage-' 
Oh deed unequall'd! — ^both the Bridge and Cage;^ 
The rage of perilous winters which had stood— 
This 'gainst the wind, and that against the flood : 
But what nor wind, nor flood, nor Heaven oonld be&d 

e'er. 
We tumbled down, my bucks ! and made surrender. 

What are vour far-famed warriors to us, 
'Bout whom historians make such mighty fuast 
Posterity may think it was.uncommon 
That Troy should be demolish'd for a woman ; 
But ours your ten years' sieges will excel, 
And justly be esteem'd the nonpareil : 
Our cause is slighter than a dame's betrothing ; 
For all these mighty feats have sprung from — nothing' 

1 [The Cktffe was a small circular buildbig at the end of the oe&- 
tral'walk in the Meadows* for the shelter of lotmgers diirini ' 
shower. The Bridge bestrode a small stream which croswd tb« 
same walk.] 
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PARAPHRASE 

OF CHAP. in. OF THE BOOK OF JOB. 

Perish the fatal day when I was bom. 

The night with dreary darkness be forlorn ; 

The loathed, hateful, and lamented night 

When Job, 'twas told, had first perceived the fight ; 

Let it be dark, nor let the God on high 

Regard it with a favourable eye ; 

Let bbLckest darkness and death's awful shade 

Stain it, and make the trembling earth afraid ; 

Be it not join'd unto the varying year. 

Nor to the fleeting months in swift career. 

Lo 1 let the night, in solitude's dismay. 

Be dumb to joy, and waste in gloom away ; 

On it may twilight stars be never known ; 

Light let it wish for. Lord ! but give it none. 

Curse it let them who curse the passing day, 

Aud to the voice of mourning raise the lay ; 

Nor ever be the face of dawning seen 

To ope its lustre on the enamell'd green ; 

Because it seal'd not up my mother's womb, 

Nor hid from me the sorrows doom'd to come. 

Why, Lord 1 the wretched object of thine ire^ 

Did I not rather from the womb expire I 

W' by did supporting knees prevent my death. 

Or suckling breasts sustain my infant breath ? 

For now my soul with quiet had been blest, 

With kings and counsellors of earth at rest, 

Who bade the house of desolation rise. 

And awful ruin strike tyrannic eyes ; 

Or with the princes unto whom were told 

Rich store of silver and corrupting gold ; 

Or, as untimely birth, I had not been 

Like infant who the lizht hath never seen : 

For there the wicked from their trouble cease, 

And there the weary find their lasting peace ; 

There the poor prisoners together rest, 

Nor by the hand of injury are prest ; 

The small and great together mingled are, 

And free the servant from his master, there. 

Say, wherefore has an over-bounteous Heaven 

Light to the comfortless and wretched given ? 

Why should the troubled and oppressed in soul 

Fret over restless life's unsettled bowl, 

W^ho long for death, who lists not to their prayer, 

And dig as for the treasures hid afar ; 

Who with excess of joy are blest and glad. 

Rejoiced when in the tomb of silence laid 1 

Why, then, is grateful light bestow'd on man, 

Whose life is darkness, all his days a span 1 

For ere the mom retum'd, my sighing came. 

My mourning pour'd out as the mountain stream ; 

Wild-visaged fear, with sorrow-mingled eye. 

And wan destruction, hideous, stared me nigh I 

For though no rest or safety blest my soul, 

>'ew trouble came, new darkness, new control. 
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ODE TO HORROR. 

Oh thou, who with incessant gloom 

Courts the recess of midnight tomb ! 

Admit me of thy mournful throng. 

The scattered woods and wilds among. 

If e'er thy discontented ear 

The voice of sympathy can cheer. 

My melancholy bosom's sigh 

Shall to your mournful plaint reply ; 

There to the fear-foreboding owl 

The angry furies hiss and howl ; 

Or near ike mountain's pendant brow. 

Where rush-clad streams in cadent murmors flow. 



EPODE. 

Who's he that with imploring eye 

Salutes the rosy dawning sky 1 

The cock proclaims the morn in vain. 

His sp'rit to drive to its domain : 

For morning light can but return 

To bid the wretched wail and mourn. 

Not the bright dawning's purple eye 

Can cause the frightful vapours fly ; 

Nor sultry sol's meridian throne 

Can bid surrounding fears be gone. 

The gloom of night will still preside. 

While angry conscience stares on either side. 

STROPHE. 

To ease his sore distemper'd head. 

Sometimes upon the rocky bed 

Reclined he lies, to list the sound 

Of whispering reed in vale profound. 

Happy if Morpheus visits there, 

A while to lull his woe and care ; 

Send sweeter fancies to his aid, 

And teach him to be undismay'd ! 

Yet wretched still ; for when no more 

The gods their opiate balsam pour, 

Behold ! he starts, and views again 

The Libyan monster prance along the plain. 

Now irom the oozing cave he flies, 
And to the city's tumult hies, 
Thinking to frolic life away ; 
Be ever cheerful, ever gay : 
But though enwrapp'd in noise and smoke. 
They ne'er can heal his peace when broke ; 
His fears arise, he sighs again 
For solitude on rural plain : * 

Even there his wishes all convene 
To bear him to his noise again. 
Thus tortured, rack'd, and sore opprest. 
He ever hunts, but never finds his rest. 

ANTISTBOPHB. 

Oh exercise ! thou healing power. 

The toiling rustic's chiefest dower ; 

Be thou with heaven-born virtue join'd. 

To quell the tumults of the mind ; 

Then man as much of joy can share 

From ruffian winter, bleakly bare. 

As from the pure ethereal blaze 

That wantons in the summer rays. 

The humble cottage then can bring 

Content, the comfort of a king ; 

And gloomy mortals wish no more 

For wealth and idleness, to make them poor. 



i«»0»»l«*>«< 



ODE TO DISAPPOINTMENT. 

Thou joyous fiend, life's constant foe. 
Sad source of care, and spring of woe. 

Soft pleasure's hard control : 
Her gayest haunts for ever nigh, 
Stem mistress of the secret sigh 

That swells the murmuring soul. 

Why haunt'st Jhou me through deserts drear ? 
With grief-swoln sounds why woimd my ear, 

Denied to pity's aid ? 
Thy visage wan did e'er I woo, 
Or at thy feet in honuige bow. 

Or court thy sullen shade ? 
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Even now enchanted scenes abound^ 
Elysian glories strew the ground, 

To lure the astonish'd eyes ; 
Now horrors, hell, and furies reign, 
And desolate the fairy scene 

Of all its gay disguise. 

The passions, at thy urgent call. 
Our reason and our sense enthral 

In phrensy's fetters strong. 
And now despair, with lurid eye. 
Doth meagre poverty descry. 

Subdued by famine long. 

The lover flies the haunts of day. 
In gloomy woods and wilds to stray, 

There shuns his Jessy's scorn ; 
Sad sisters of the sighing grove 
Attune their lyres to hapless love. 

Dejected and forlorn. 

Yet hope undaunted wears thy chain, 
And smiles amidst the growing pain. 

Nor fears thy sad dismay ; 
Unawed by power, her fancy flies 
From earth's dim orb to purer skies, 

To realms of encUesa day. 



ON NIGHT. 



^ 
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DIRGE. 



The waving yew or cypress wreath 
In vain bequeath the mighty tear ; 

In vain the awful pomp of death 
Attends the sable-shrouded bier. 

Since Strephon's virtue's sunk to rest, 
Nor pity's sigh, nor sorrow's strain. 

Nor magic tongue, have e'er confest 
Our wounded bosom's secret pain. 

The just, the good, more honours share 
In what the conscious heart bestows. 

Than vice adorn'd with sculptor's carej 
In all the venal pomp of woes. 

A sad-eyed mourner at his tomb, 
Thou, friendship ! pay thy rights divine. 

And echo through the midnight gloom 
That Strephon's early fall was thine. 



Now murky shades surround the pole ; 
Darkness lords without control : 
To the notes of buzzing owl. 
Lions roar and tigers howl, 
Fright'ning from their azure shrifie 
Stars that wont in orbs to shine ; 
Now the sailor's storm-toss'd bark 
Knows no blest celestial mark. 
While in the briny troubled deep 
Dolphins change their sport for sleep ; 
Ghosts, and frightful spectres gaunt, 
Church-yard's dreary footpaths haunt. 
And brush with wither'd arms the dews 
That fall upon the drooping yews. 
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THE AUTHOR'S LIFE. 
My life is like the flowing stream 
That glides where summer's beauties teem, 
Meets all the riches of the gale 
That on its watery bosom sail. 
And wanders 'midst Elysian groves 
Through all the haunts that fancy loves. 

May I, when drooping days decline. 
And 'gainst those genial streams combine, 
The winter's sad decay fonake. 
And centre in my parent lake. 
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HORACE, ODE XL LIB. I. 

Ne'er fash your thumb what gods decree . 
To be the weird o' you or me. 
Nor deal in cantrip's kittle cunning 
To spier how fast your days are running ; 
But patient lippen for the best, 
Nor be in dowy thought opprest. 
Whether we see mair winters come, 
Than this that spits wi' canker'd foam. 
Now moisten weel your geyzen'd wa's 
Wi' couthy friends and hearty blaws ; 
Ne'er let your hope o'ergang your days. 
For eild and thraldom never stays ; 
The day loolcs gash, toot aff'your horn. 
Nor care ae strae about the mom. 



SONG. 
Since brightest beauty soon must fade. 

That in life's spring so long has roll'd, 
And wither in the drooping shade. 

E'er it return to native mould— 
Ye virgins, seize the fleeting hour. 

In time catch Cytherea's joy. 
Ere a£e your wonted smiles deflower, 

And hopes of love and life annoy. 

EPIGRAM 

ON A lawyer's desiring ONE OF THE TRIBE TO LOOK WITH 

RESPECT TO A GIBBET. 

The lawyers may revere that tree 
Where thieves so oft have strung. 

Since, by the law's most wise decree. 
Her thieves are never hung. 

EPIGRAM 

ON THE author's INTENTION OP GOING TO SEA. 

Fortune and Bob, e'er since his birth. 

Could never yet agree ; 
She fairly kick'd him from the earth 

To try his fate at sea. 
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EPIGRAM 

WRITTEN EXTEMPORE, AT THE DESIRE OF A GENTLEMAN WHO 
WAS RATHER ILL-FAVOURED, BUT WHO HAD A FAMILY OF 
BEAUTIFUL CHILDREN. 

Scott and his children emblems are 

Of real good and evil ; 
His children are like cherubims. 

But Scott is like the devil. 



END OF FERGUSSON'S POEMS. 
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